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T  A  0  R  M  I  N  A . 


We  stood  on  Taormina's  topmost  height, 
In  the  resplendent  air,  the  sea  below 
Gleamed  to  the  farthest  west,  and  opposite 
Old  Etna  leaned  against  the  southern  sky ; 
His  feet  upon  the  shore,  with  forest  belt, 
Broad  shoulder  swathed  in  snow,  the  giant  lay 
Majestic,  motionless,  and  we  beheld 
Our  life-long  dream's  fulfilment ;  but  his  crest 
Grey  vapours  shadowed,  mingling  with  the  smoke 
Breathed  from  his  fiery  torment  through  all  time. 
Then  one  said,  "  Soon  the  morning  mist  will  rise, 
I  wait  for  the  unveiling,  be  it  till  noon ; 
Having  come  so  far  it  were  a  grief  and  shame 
To  turn,  the  best  unseen."     We  had  performed 
Our  traveller-duty,  amid  the  ruins  marked 
Proscenium,  vomitories,  arch  and  niche. 
The  Roman's  brick-work,  and  diviner  touch 
Of  ancient  Greek — all  that  the  garrulous  guide 
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Could  tell  of  solemn  common  place,  or  name 

In  old-world  story  chronicled  around. 

Above  hung  Mola  on  th'  o'er-toppling  crag, 

Jlyrie  for  eagles  meet,  not  dwelling-place 

For  men  of  solid  earth ;  below  you  trace 

Vestige  of  Norman  and  Saracenic  tombs. 

And  far  along  the  shores  see  Acis  flows. 

And  Cyclop  rocks  there  by  the  monster  flung 

Thousands  of  years  ago,  and  yet  beyond, 

Where  the  last  headland  melts  into  the  sky. 

Lies  buried  Syracuse ;  so  having  noted 

Each  name  and  place,  the  others  soon  went  down 

For  shelter  to  the  hut  where  the  keen  guard 

Kept  horde  of  questionable  relicts,  such 

As  curious  credulity  will  barter 

For  broad  piastres  ;  I  alone  remained 

With  him  who  willed  to  rest  on  that  world-famed. 

All  glorious-sighted  promontory ;  both 

Watching    the     mount's    cloud-cm-tain    shift    and 

change 
With  the  light  breeze,  now  lifted  till  the  fields 
Of  et^  snow  gleamed  on  our  hopes,  now  low, 
Cowring  mid-way ;  well  was  it  there  to  wait, 
A  worn  and  broken  marble  block  our  seat. 
The  fine  grass  gemmed  with  blossoms,  scented  thyme 
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Honied  as  neighbouring  Hybla's,  marigolds 

Flamico-  profuse  and  rosy  cyclemen, 

And  milk-wort  white  and  blue — the  very  flowers 

Plucked  by  Persephone  in  Enna's  fields, 

Just  over  yonder  hills,  and  at  our  feet 

A  solitary  fragment  of  Greek  art. 

Acanthus  carved  in  stone,  each  fine  true  line 

Curving  with  perfect  grace,  lay  half  concealed 

In  rank  tufts  of  its  living  prototype 

Green  flourishing  on  nature's  deathless  lap. 

Tlie  air  breathed  ecstacy,  the  vernal  sun 

Flooded  the  universal  round  with  gold. 

And  molten  sapphu-e  shone  the  Ionian  main  ; 

Yet  desolate,  the  past  was  everywhere. 

Over  Sicilia,  wide  as  eye  or  thought 

Could  range  to  Grecian  isles  far  down  the  w.'st. 

The  sunset  glory  of  past  ages  lingers  ; 

Still  resonant  with  song  and  tale  divine, 

Ionian  echoes  breathe  from  out  these  seas 

And  murmuring  fade  along  forsaken  shores. 

Breaking  the  silence  charmed,  somewhat  of  this 
I  spake,  and  my  companion,  turning  slow 
From  contemplation  of  the  giant  mount, 
Eeplied,  "  I  here  could  envy  you,  so  versed 
In  classic  lore,  vocal  with  speech  and  song 
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Overmastering  dull  oblivion — dumb  to  me, 

Early  inured  in  science  and  tlie  ways 

Of  most  prosaic  commerce.     I  have  read 

In  scliool-days  liow  Enecladus,  the  strongest 

Of  Titans,  there  lies  chained,  his  fiery  struggles 

Convulsing  half  the  isle ;  still  Etna's  wonders, 

Ages  on  ages  burning,  yet  unspent. 

His  glaciers  under  fire-floods,  his  miles 

Of  smoking  craters — can  Enecladus — 

Or  was  it  Typheus  —enhance  these  ?     I  own 

These  fables  shorn  of  radiant  verse  to  me. 

Too  rashly  wTong  the  majesty  and  awe 

Of  nature's  state."     "  But  are  they  wholly  fables?'' 

I  answered.     "  We  are  told  in  holy  writ 

That  there  were  giants  once,  and  sons  of  God 

AValked  earth  with  men,  and  loved  their  daughters 

fair; 
Faint  legends  whisper  through  all  lands  of  races 
Lost  in  the  secret  past,  and  it  may  be. 
Though  fashioned  and  ensouled  by  finest  fancy, 
Truth    masks   her    in    these  myths,  could  wisdom 

find." 
He  smiled,  not  given  to  many  words,  but  quoted : 
"  The  wise  best  know  how  much  remains  unknown, 
So,  love  the  marvellous."     And  I  resumed: 
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"  Were  it  not  pleasanter  and  fitter  deem 

That  by  the  margin  of  yon  yellow  sands 

Once  Galathea  and  her  sister-nymphs 

Green-kirtled  glided  from  the  sparkling  wave, 

Or,  even  the  monster  shepherd,  Polypheme, 

Piped  from  the  impending  cliff,  than  to  believe 

In  sordid  tribes,  half  ape,  half  man,  beyond 

The  reach  of  backward  thought,  whose  sole  memorial 

An  arrow-headed  flint  ?     And  wherefore  pry 

With  mole-eyed  science,  since  three  thousand  years 

Of  glory  told  and  done  is  venerable 

With  hoar  antiquity  above  her  gulf 

Of  eras  eocene,  existence'  dawn?" 

While  idly  glancing  thus  at  vastest  themes 
The  hours  stole  on,  when  a  wind  wandering  came 
From  thymy  hill-tops  sweet,  a  glad  surprise. 
And  lo  !  where  Etna's  vapour-curtain  stirs 
Uprolling,  soon  the  summit  will  be  clear. 
Nay,  treacherous,  tantalizing,  cruel  as  fate. 
Again  descending  slow  and  closing  round 
The  dense  mist  hung  its  pall  between  our  eyes 
And  their  desire  ;  we  knew  the  broad  grey  plume 
Sirocco  spreads,  when  from  his  burning  lair 
In  Afric  sands,  Carthagene's  furnace  tomb 
He  dips  in  midway  brine  and  moistly  soars ; 
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Feeling  liis  languid  breath  our  hearts  grew  faint, 
But  courage !  yet  is  time  for  change,  and  ever 
Look  to  the  sunny  side ;  look  and  rejoice  ! 
For  turning  northward  we  beheld  the  hills 
Gathering  luxuriant  round  in  serried  hosts. 
From  shore  to  shore,  till  where  with  jealous  guard 
They  circle  round  Palermo's  golden  shell 
Beside  the  ever  iridescent  wave ; 
And  saw  Calabria's  coast,  the  narrowing  straits, 
And  we  recalled  our  sailing  through  the  night 
From  the  Tyrrhene  into  J^^olian  seas  ; 
How  with  first  dusk  of  dawn  we  ventured  up, 
Braving  the  wet  deck  and  the  chilling  air, 
(Let  none  suppose  Italian  breezes  bland 
Till  past  his  vernal  equinox  the  sun 
Outstrips  the  bull  upon  his  heavenward  j>ath) 
We  watched  our  vessel  cleave  the  furrowed  foam. 
And  saw  the  wide-winged  sea-birds  dive  and  float, 
Saw  graceful  dolphins— fancy  stirring  sight — 
In  even  pairs,  as  reined  by  unseen  hand. 
Course,  leaping  alongside. 

And  we  beheld 
Through  silvery  shadows  stealing  gradual  forth, 
Under  the  cold  eye  of  mysterious  morn. 
Those  isles  and  headlands  famed  and  full  of  wonder ; 
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Stromboli  and  Volcano,  cones  of  fire 
Unquenchable  on  rolling  waters  based ; 
And  next  Pelorus'  cape  we  neared  and  passed, 
Passed    Scylla's    rock,    dark    frowning   while    the 


surge 


Still  foaminof  raves  and  snarls  with  white-toothed 


o 


rage 


Against  her  jagged  black  side,  and  so  we  slid 
(Charybdis  past  unnoted)  safe  within 
Messina's  haven.     Here  fresh  memories  woke 
Of  later  days,  for  o'er  that  glassy  tide 
Fata  Morgana  reigns,  and  ofttimes  waves 
Her  magic  wand  creating  fairy-land 
On  the  unstable  element ;  with  her  rise 
Visions  of  British  Arthur  and  his  court,  ^ 

And  errant  chivalry  in  forest  free 
Of  old  romance  ;  enchanted  summer-night 
Where  twilight  of  departing  paganry 
Blends  with  the  early  dawn  of  living  day. 

And  yesterday — have  we  not  roved  through  ages 
Since  yesterday  ?  from  white  Messina's  gates 
We  fared  by  windings  of  the  sunny  shore 
Through  valleys  blossoming  with  spring ;  our  road 
Fringed  with  pink  oleander's  fragrant  tufts 
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And  aloe's  tropic  growth,  and  strangely  clustered, 
The  stalkless  cactus'  prickly  lobes.     Above 
Hose  cliff  abrupt  or  green  hill  richly  clothed 
With  chesnut,  olive,  almond,  or  wild  crag 
Crested  with  tower  and  fortalice  of  old, 
AVhen  Norman  knights  the  cross  triumphant  bore, 
And  sank  the  invading  crescent  drowned  in  blood  ; 
And  from  among  their  varied  folds  sloped  down 
Meeting  the  rugged  strand,  sweet  verdant  hollows, 
Glades  tuneful  once  with  pastoral  pipe,  long  hushed 
By  iron  discords  :  yet  the  land  was  gay 
This  morning,  and  from  smiling  hamlets  poured 
Trim  youths  and  dark-eyed  maids,  grey-beard,  gold 

curls 
With  banners  tricolor.     It  was  the  feast 
Of  San  Guiseppe,  and  twice-hallowed  here 
As  natal  day  of  him  all  hearts  adored. 
Their  brave  deliverer,  late  all-conquering  chief, 
Now  yet  more  dear,  self  sacrificed  to  bonds 
Anguish,  defeat,  for  patriot  honor's  sake. 
Alas  !  for  Sicily  :  doomed  to  turbulence  ; 
Could  Garibaldi's  heart-blood  give  her  peace 
It  had  been  poured  like  water ;  but  her  sons, 
Born  of  discordant  elements,  Arab  fire, 
Greek  subtlety,  and  Roman  stubbornness. 
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With  Scandinavian  toucli  more  pure  and  true, 

Seethe  like  her  inpent  flame  and  lava-floods, 

Or  torrents  from  her  mountain  snows,  that  burst 

Uprending,  searing,  whelming  cities,  fanes ; 

While  nature  laughing  cries,  "  I  can  restore, 

I  only  from  destruction  bring  forth  beauty. 

0,  weary  men,  why  should  jtq  strive  and  toil  ? 

Enjoy  the  good,  endure  the  evil  hour." 

But  evil  here  predominates  for  death. 

And  musing  thus,  came  to  my  mind  an  image 

Of  antique  art.  Medusa's  severed  head, 

Bleeding,  distorted,  writhed  with  hissing  snakes, 

Upturned  to  the  unpitying  skies,  the  face 

Calm-set  in  loveliness  ineifable. 

Most  exquisitely  fair,  most  full  of  horror. 

Starting  as  from  a  dream,  I  rose  and  turned 

Where  stood  my  fellow  watcher.     "  Yes,"  he  said, 

"  'Tis  noon  and  we  must  go.     One  farewell  look  ; 

Sure  saints  in  bliss  and  angels  round  God's    throne 

Might  pause  in  holy  joy  above  this  scene. 

For  sinful  man  too  glorious."     While  he  spake. 

Half  sorrowful,  a  tender  rapture  stole 

Over  his  youthful  features,  sacred  awe ; 

His  eyes,  twin  spirits  rayed  with  love  and  prayer, 
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Held  commune  with  infinity,  and  looked 
From  that  high  altar-throne  into  the  depths 
Of  unimagined  and  eternal  glory. 
I  thought,  this  is  in  truth  to  be  near  Heaven ; 
Not  knowing  then  how  near,  how  soon  must  close 
His  earthly  wanderings,  soon  alone  to  enter 
The  valley  of  the  Shadow  of  Death,  and  wait 
In  patient  hope  beside  the  bitter  flood 

''  When  are  ye  coming,  loiterers?"  a  voice 
Called  sharply  from  below  ;  "  must  we  wait  here 
Till  the  storm  overtake  us,  or  the  night 
On  our  returning  way  ?" 

And  now,  in  truth, 
The  sullen  rain-clouds  from  the  mountain  tops 
Had  shoQk  their  banners,  hiding  half  the  blue, 
And  the  high  sun  grew  faint  in  his  hot  noon ; 
So  we  went  down  from  our  good  eminence, 
And  past  the  amphitheatre,  and  joined 
The  rest,  impatient  for  return  ;  our  band 
Of  clamorous  guides,  bare  footed  and  bright  eyed, 
And  sorry  steeds  stood  ready  in  the  shade  ; 
And  we  set  forth,  threading  the  steep  descent 
To  lower  earth,  wrapt  in  the  gathering  mists 
And  rain,  while  thunder  muttered  overhead. 
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THE  WATCHER. 

How  softly  holy  sleep  hath  shed, 

Grief-soothing  balm  on  sorrow's  brow ; 

How  calmly  rests  that  graceful  head, 
Like  folded  lily  drooping  now  ! 

And  see  a  happy  smile  is  beaming 

On  those  lijDS,  past  sighs  redeeming ; 

Sure  thus  rapt  in  golden  dreaming. 
Dear  mourner,  blest  art  thou. 

Ah  !  I  could  wish,  my  only  love. 

Those  eyes  might  never  more  unclose 
The  living  fount  of  tears  to  prove, 

Of  wasting  tears  for  hopeless  woes. 
Or  might  long  hours  of  silent  weeping. 
My  lonely  vigil  o'er  thee  keei3ing. 
For  both  avail  while  thou  art  sleeping 
In  passionless  repose ! 


1^ 
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SHADOW-LAND. 


The  dewy  air  breathes  soft  and  still, 

Pale  moonlight  trembles  on  forest  and  hill ; 

Enter  with  me  the  valley  deej), 

Valley  of  silence  and  ancient  sleep. 

Gleaming  through  gloom  a  river  flows 

Onward  ever  in  awful  repose ; 

Rocks  titanic,  jagged,  and  cleft, 

Tower  bare-browed  to  right  and  left, 

Frowning  against  the  calm  twilight ; 

Under  them  fine-fibred  tamerisk  grows, 

Willows  dark-tressed,  and  dusk  alders  close 

The  mystic-moving  flood  from  sight. 

But  midway  across  the  steep  skies  shine 

Straight  down  on  the  clear  depths  hyaline ; 

(Remember  the  season  is  summer  night)  ; 

And  stars  rejoice  when  in  order  due 

They  climb  up  the  zenith  and  wondering  view, 

Mirrored  below  their  cressets  bright, 

For  plains  underneath  a  firmament 

Lovely  as  earth's  and  more  innocent. 
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Know  in  that  life-renewing  wave 

Every  breathing  soul  mnst  lave  ; 

Some  only  find  forgetfulness 

And  release  from  pain  and  weariness, 

But  diving  deeper,  lower,  some 

Swift  in  delightful  dreamland  come, 

See  shapes  translucent  float  near  and  fling 

White  arms  around  and  the  wanderer  bring: 

To  their  coral  caves  and  silver  halls 

Where  earth-born  echo  faintly  falls, 

And  moon  and  stars  from  heaven  above. 

Through  tremulous  atmosphere  dilating, 

In  silent  mystery  palpitating. 

Pour  unspent  radiance,  passionate  love. 

0,  in  that  magic  land  of  slumbers 

What  hours  enchanted  the  spirit  numbers  ! 

Vivid  though  fantastical. 

Weaving  change  continual. 

There  have  we  seen  and  sufi'ered  and  done 

T  h  ins  never  shown  us  under  the  sun  ; 

Apocal}qise  are  they  of  future  dooms, 

Or  shadow  of  anti-natal  homes  ? 

Hence  even  from  infancy  we  draw 

High  aspirations,  spiritual  awe, 
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And  nursed  in  luxury,  lapped  in  ease, 

Feign  terrors  unventured,  sorrows  that  please. 

Then  first  in  battle-front  we  ride, 

With  magnanimous  lions  in  dens  abide, 

Through  winding  passages  vaulted  low 

Flee  miles  from  close  pursuing  foe, 

Or  unaware  hemmed  round  by  horde 

Of  gypsies  swart,  glare-eyed,  abhorr'd ; 

Or  flung  from  steep  projecting  rock 

Fall  fathoms  sheer  with  breathless  shock, 

Tlien  poised  in  air  on  pinion  free 

Glide,  undulate  o'er  land  and  sea. 

Long  years  to  the  ages  beyond  have  fled. 

Since  I  watched  in  a  dream  by  the  solemn  dead. 

She  lay  beside  me  cold  and  white. 

She  had  died  in  the  lonesome  night ; 

I  a  helpless  child,  and  she 

My  heart's  fond  love  from  infancy. 

I  gazed  on  the  sweet  face  wan  and  still, 

I  shrank  from  the  touch  of  mortal  chill ; 

None  came  near  to  tend  or  aid ; 

But  voices  sounded  on  the  stair — 

I  strove  to  speak,  they  would  not  hear, 

But  with  laughing  talk  and  lightsome  tread 
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Passed  and  left  me  in  despair, 

Alone  in  darkness  witli  the  dead. 

Then  what  horror  on  me  fell 

I  cannot  forget,  I  never  may  tell. 

Life's  desolation,  death's  mystery 

In  cloud-billows  ghastly  rolled  over  me, — 

0  that  waking  in  midnight  cbead  ! 

On  breezy  downs  once  wandering  free 

1  faced  rejoicing  the  broad  blue  sea, 

The  yellow  furze-blooms  everywhere  spread, 

And  narrow  sheep-tracks  up  through  them  led, 

When  hark  !  a  cry  from  the  quick-sands  brown 

Far  below,  0  mercy  !  I  see 

My  little  sister  slip  slowly  down. 

Till  the  last  gold  curl  of  her  sunken  head 

Is  swallowed  up  in  their  oozy  bed; 

And  I  cannot  stir  or  hand  or  foot. 

Or  call  in  suffocation  mute. 

Thus  ever  in  childhood's  dreams  appear 
Too  much  of  sorrow,  more  of  fear. 
Yet  who  would  from  remembrance  sweep 
Those  swift-winged  pagentries  of  sleep  ? 
Who  hath  not  risen  from  slumber  to  weep 
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That  never  above  the  lethean  tide 

May  scenes  so  entrancing  before  us  glide  ? 

Forests  primeval,  prairies  foreseen t, 

Shores  of  the  sunset  unknown,  evanescent, 

Home  violets  fragrant  in  fancy  again  ; 

Sweet  voices  calling  :  Follow,  0  follow  ! 

Fairy  bells  tinkling  from  every  green  hollow, 

Elfin  horns  echoing  down  the  lone  glen  ; 

While  up  yon  oak-glade  the  moon  shining  brightly. 

Weaving  swift  circlets  the  fays  dance  lightly. 

When  later  our  life's  dark  threads  entwine 

With  fantasy's  gossamer  silken  and  fine, 

In  grave  shroud  clad,  in  vestures  new 

Memories  or  creations  pass, 

An  undistinguishable  crew. 

Over  the  molten,  magic  glass  ; 

Faces  so  fair  and  hearts  so  true. 

Strange  how  imagination  drew 

AVhat  we  seek  on  earth  no  more. 

Yet  none  may  die,  though  transfigm*ed  the  same. 

Stirring  our  spirits'  inmost  core. 

Or  fused  throughout  the  vital  frame. 

Hence  are  the  chords  magnetic  wrought, 

Resonant  ever  to  sense  or  thought ; 
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And  oft  they  echo  a  vague  lament 
From  dim  and  limitless  distance  sent. 

But  woe  to  all,  on  border- land, 
Of  sleep's  phantasmal  shores  who  stand, 
And  may  not  in  the  waters  deep 
Their  tired  limbs  and  senses  steep  ! 
For  mystic  vapours  dense,  unholy. 
Breathing  hateful  melancholy 
From  swamjD  and  stream  pernicious  drain. 
And  dull  the  luckless  wanderer's  brain. 
Spell-bound  he  strays  in  wizard  wood. 
Lost  in  mazy  solitude ; 
Plunging  still  deeper  in  desert  gloom, 
All  being  assumes  the  image  of  doom  ; 
Before  his  fear-strained  eyes 
Spectres  of  sorrow  arise. 
And  stare  and  daunt  with  visage  gaunt. 
Disease,  remorse,  and  wolfish  want. 
He   fears  in  the  boding  owls  their  crj^. 
And  shudders  while  snaky  forms  slide  by, 
Till  frenzy's  cohorts  the  stunned  air  haunt ; 
Bodiless  terrors  flitting  about. 
Strange  shapeless  phantoms,  a  wavering  rout, 
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Miitterings  of  unreliearsable  things, 
Swooping  and  flapping  of  vampire  wings, 
And  ever  he  hears  a  hollow  sound 
Of  a  torrent  rushing  under  ground, 
Death's  black  torrent  through  gulfs  profound. 

I  knew  a  man — would  this  were  a  dream — 

Guileless  and  brave,  his  life  you  might  deem 

Floated  along  a  golden  stream. 

He  had  served  his  country  on  the  seas. 

He  dwelt  at  home  in  honour  and  ease ; 

But  a  secret  horror  over  him  stole  ; 

The  night  wind  about  the  house  that  goes, 

Like  a  lost  child  wailing  piteously, 

Like  a  maniac  howling  hideously. 

The  night-wind  goes  and  ever  blows. 

Prowling  for  his  poor  soul. 

Alway  returning  at  evening  close, 

Nowhither  refuge,  nowhither  repose, 

(Toll,  knell  of  mercy,  toll !) 

He  brake  with  violent  bloody  hand 

Asunder  sacred  life's  frail  band. 

And  flung  on  the  windless  void 

That  lost  soul  sound-annoyed. 
Alone,  astray  on  the  dark  untrodden  void ! 
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Down,  down  throngli  tlie  fathomless 

Crystalline  tide, 
From  eartli  and  its  memories 

Safe  led  me  hide, 
In  your  cool  secret  caverns 

Undines,  to  abide, 
Your  green  shiny  tresses 

For  silk  curtains  spread, 
From  vases  of  opal 

Faint  anodynes  shed. 
And  opiate  perfumes 

Distil  round  my  head. 
Let  no  airy  pageants 

Bewilder  the  brain, 
But  sing  far  away 

Some  sweet  spell-laden  strain, 
Dissolving  in  pearl  dews 

Importunate  pain. 
The  great  stream's  continuous 

Lapse  murmurs  low. 
Dank  feathery  flag-weed 

Sways  drowsily  slow ; 
More  lulling  than  silence 

Their  whisperings  flow, 
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More  soothing  that  equable 

Motion  I  feel, 
Then  motionless  stillness 

All  sorrow  to  heal, 
And  0  may  long  slmnber 

Forgetfulness  seal ! 
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SECOND    PART. 


I  HAVE  lived  too  long  in  vain, 

In  shadow  and  in  mist ; 
Too  long  in  the  region  of  blinding  rain, 
Of  mouldering  rain  and  mist. 
Till  cold  on  my  heart  sank  a  chill  of  pain, 
And  they  dim  mine  eyes  and  veil  my  brain. 
No  more^  no  more  may  I  sadness  borrow, 
From  pictured  pageant  of  others'  sorrow  ; 
Mine  own  a  funeral  pall  is  spread. 
Where  fantasy  lies  stark  and  dead 

In  night  that  knowns  no  morrow. 
Alas  !  this  wintry  shore. 
Where  the  sea  beats  evermore  ; 
I  would  shut  it  from  my  sight. 
And  close  my  lids  in  night. 
And  would  I  might  close  mine  ears  against  its  roar ! 

They  have  passed  away,  the  noise  and  glare ; 
What  is  it  wakens  unrest  and  fear  ? 
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Before  me  toils  a  molten  ocean, 

Heaving  with  convulsive  motiuii ; 

There  is  no  wind  its  waves  to  stir, 

Xo  tempest's  breath  or  gentle  air ; 

From  depths  below  they  surge  and  boom 

Under  a  skv  of  leaden  g-loom. 

"What  is  it  rocks  on  the  tumbling  deep, 

To  and  fro,  yet  seeming  asleep  ? 

Ah  I  I  know  that  face  divine, 

Set  in  death  each  faultless  line. 

Upturned  to  heaven  appealingly, 

Rigid  brow,  and  shrouded  eye, 

Mute  lips,  uncomplaining,  white, 

Tender,  sad,  heart-breaking  sight ! 

Woe  is  me !  if  it  misht  but  rest 

In  peace  on  a  motionless  pillow ; 

Sleep  on  the  flood's  unruffled  breast. 

Not  toss  on  the  rolling  billow. 

How  it  mav  be  I  cannot  tell, 

But  I  feel  those  dark  waves  sink  and  swell 

With  the  life  throb  in  my  breast ; 

Only  when  these  pulses  cease 

May  the  unburied  dead 

In  quiet  grave  be  laid. 
And  0,  were  that  hour  come  and  both  at  peace ! 
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Break,  break  in  storm, 

Whelm  in  thy  boiling  sm-ge  and  foam, 

0  sea !  and  to  thy  depths  take  home 

That  dead,  unresting  form. 

0  mingle  with  the  leaden  sky. 

And  swelling  sweej)  the  shore, 

That  down  together  we  may  lie 

In  stillness  evermore ; 

0  anywhere,  on  rock,  or  sand  below, 

Only  toss  not  to  and  fro 
What  death  redeemed  from  tm-bulence  before  ! 

The  storm  gathers,  darkness  creeps 

Mingling  cloud  and  foam,  and  sweeps 

From  mine  eyes  that  image  dear. 

Sorrowful  and  full  of  fear  ; 

But  the  peal  of  tempest  louder  leaps, 

Is  it  the  roar  of  thunder  I  hear  ? 

Through  groaning  forests  gi-eat  winds  awake. 

Pine  trees  crash  and  huge  oaks  shake  ; 

On  some  Scandinavian  wold 

Wizards  incantation  hold, 
lu  awful  organ- tones  rolled  loud  and  clear. 

Hark,  0  hark  ;  sweet  wailing  cries 

Above  the  din  tumultuous  rise, 
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In  harmony  melts  the  wild  uproar, 
Sinking,  softening  more  and  more ; 
Sure,  from  saintly  white-robed  choir 
Strains  angelical  aspire 
Along  dim,  pillared  aisles, 
Through  vast  overarching  piles  ; 
Soul-soothing  sounds,  spiritual  balm; 
Ascending  now,  now  whispering  low. 
Breathes  the  heaven-imploring  j)salm  : 
Dona  nobis  pacem ;  even  so, 
Brooding  falls  an  universal  calm. 

Kow  very  silent,  how  dark  and  chill  ! 

Bat  I  rest  at  last,  released  from  ilL 

Coolness  laves  my  fever'd  brain. 

And  stills  with  magnetic  touch  its  throbbing ; 

No  longer  heaving  and  hot  with  pain 

The  tired  breath  has  ceased  from  sobbing. 

"What     ghost-like     gleams     through     shimmering 

gloom  ? 
Sculptured  forms,  each  laid  on  a  tomb 
Cold  and  motionless,  and  I 
With  them  in  chano-eless  slumber  lie. 
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Scutcheons  hang  mouldering  on  the  wall, 
Emblem  and  motto  familiar  all. 
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Lion  and  tower  on  ermine  field, 

But  mildew  hath  blotted  out  half  the  shield, 

And  a  stranger  hardly  the  letters  may  tell 

That  Sjjero  meliora  spell. 

How  came  I  in  this  chancel  old, 

This  chapel  our  native  hills  enfold, 

Where  mine  earliest  prayers  were  said, 

Tor  many  a  year  unvisited  ? 

Now  they  have  laid  and  left  me  here. 

For  I  could  not  stir,  on  a  marble  bier, 

Alone  with  the  ancestral  dead. 
I  cannot  turn  or  lift  my  head. 
Stiffened  to  stone  on  a  narrow  bed  ; 
But  the  western  window  well  I  know 
Looks  over  a  lovely  valley  below, 
"Where  the  oak,  the  ash,  and  the  chesnut  grow  ; 
Leafy  hills  and  rill- watered  dales 
Stretching  remote  to  mountains  of  Wales, 
On  whose  far  verge  I  have  often  seen 
Open,  a  golden  depth  between, 
The  Brecon  vans  in  sunset  glow 
Like  amethyst  gates  of  Paradise  show. 

But  grey  solemn  twilight  is  paling, 
Gradual  dusk  the  monuments  veiling  ; 
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From  above  the  altar  slanting  thrown 

Wan  moonbeams  climb  up  the  sleepers  prone, 

From  foot  to  shoulder  slowly  slip, 

Touch  into  smiles  a  brow,  a  lip ; 

But  I  shudder — the  sharp  rays  strike  so  cold 

Through  the  white  drapery's  long  fold, 

That  clings  to  my  straight  limbs  heavily. 

Almost  I  fear — but  this  cannot  be — 

Though  I  lie  so  quietly  none  may  behold 

Aught  but  a  senseless  effigy. 

Yet  the  lingering  blood  at  my  heart  is  creeping. 

Though  dead,  I  am  not  soundly  sleeping ; 

And  oh  !  how  dreadful  to  waken  here. 

Waken  once  more  to  trouble  and  fear. 

With  sheeted  spectres  for  ever  near  ! 

But  it  cannot  be  long  till  the  sabbath  day 

When  people  come  up  from  the  village  to  pray. 

When  the  bell  shall  be  rung  and  the  sweet  psalm 

sung. 
And  the  surpliced  priest  a  blessing  shall  say ; 

Then  may  no  evil  molest 

The  sanctuary's  rest, 
By  the  holy  priest  at  the  altar  blest. 
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Fkom  far  Northumbria's  rocks  my  spirit  flies 

To  thee,  Adora,  on  yon  southern  shore 
Roaming",  perchance,  'neath  evening's  glowing  skies, 

Mid  citron  groves  and  scenes  renowned  of  yore. 

Ah !  there  may  soft  Ausonian  gales  restore 
Bright  dreams  of  youth  and  joy,  and  bid  arise 

Remembrance  sweet  of  loved  ones  gone  before 
To  perfect  bliss  in  bowers  of  Paradise. 
Here  while  I  gaze,  stern  cliff  and  wave-worn  strand 

Mild  splendour  from  the  tranquil  hour  have  won, 
Steeped  in  transparent  twilight  sea  and  land ; 

Clear,  shadowless,  as  without  moon  or  sun 
Shone  in  Apocalypse  that  vision  grand. 

Where  other  light  than  Holiness  was  none. 


28 


HESPERIS  TRISTIS. 


Hist  !  who  called  me  ?  from  tlie  lime-tree  breathed 

a  whispering  air — I  dream — 
Ah !  in  stilly  darkness  round   me   floweth   night's 

"unfathomed  stream. 
Night  unpitying,  deaf  to  sorrow !  better  so,  so  un- 

confest, 


Let  the  vain  regret  expire,  the  haunting  vision  in 

ray  breast ; 
Not  a  sleep- drawn  image  floating  on  the  rapt  brain, 

but  intense 
At   the  moment  of  awaking,   when   supreme    the 
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And   the  electric  chain  revibrates,  and  our  spirit's 

yearnings  deep 
Make  themselves  a  living  presence,  lift  their  voices 

up  and  weep. 
Had  old  spells  or  strong   volition  power,  as  some 

aver,  to  free 
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From  material  bonds,  absolving  by  magnetic  sym- 
pathy ; 
Then   how    soon  o'er    seas    vast  rolling  borne   to 

southern  shores  away, 
Where  resplendent  sunshine  falls  on  orange-bloom 

and  olive  grey, 
Once  again  would  I  behold  the  only  form  mine  eyes 

desire. 
Glide  like  phantom  pale  before  him,  lingering  gaze, 

and  mute  retire. 
Tell  me,  0  ye   crystal-gazers,   ye  with  spirits   who 

converse. 
Is  there,  is  there  such  communion,  healing  separa- 
tion's curse  ? 
Idle  mockeries !    passion  stoops  not    credulous    to 

mystic  lore ; 
Only  memory's  magic  mirror  may  the  lost  and  loved 

restore. 
Memory,  from  whose  secret  records  joy  and  anguish 

we  reclaim, 
Bid  unroll  the  long-past  seasons,  bring  the  moments 

touched  with  flame 
Few   and  unfulfilled,   yet  gleaming  welcome  o'er 

life's  barren  plain. 
Like  white-winged  sea-birds  'lighting  on  a  dark  and 

sullen  main. 
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Lo !    those   lialls   of     antique    grandeur    where,   a 

stranger  I  among 
Guests  far-famed,  the  noble,  fair,  they  bid  me  note 

from  out  the  throng. 
One  alone,  of  mien  surpassing,  drew    observance, 

and  compelled 
Thought  and  sense,    in   charmed   circle    evermore, 

poor  captives,  held. 
Ah !     dear   image,    I  behold   thee  through   time's 

severed  mists  stand  forth, 
Fearful  in  superbest  beauty,    blending  grace   with 

power  and  worth ; 
Hear  thy  words  like  shafts  unerring  from  a  master- 
mind sped  true ; 
On  thy  brow's  dark  bend  reflexion,  candour  on  thy 

broad  front  view ; 
But  within  thine  eye's  deep  shadow  sadness  dwelt, 

or  was  it  pride. 
Utterance  to  grief  disdaining,  yet  disdaining  more 

to  hide  ? 
Reason  spake  :  "  Beware,  though  doubtless  noblest 

nature  this  man  wears  ; 
"  Canst  thou  say  how  tinged  with  evil,  in  his  gloom 

what  passion  shares  ? 
"  Should  mere  show  entrance   the  moral  judgment 

thus  ?  though  form  I  hold 
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*'  Plastic  to  the  informing  spirit,  of  its  perfectness 

tlie  mould ; 
"  Yet  were  he  complete  in  measure,  the  expressed 

ideal  of  thy  youth, 
'•  The  insuperable  bar  forget  not ;    he  is  nought  to 

thee  in  sooth. 
"  Look  as  on  some  pictured  hero,  some  grand  verse 

of  glory  past." 
But  alas !  too  many-woven  was  the  web  about  me  cast, 
Dear  those  first  tones  of  a  voice  whose  echoes  never 

may  depart. 
First  glance  interchanged,  and  careless  words   deep 

graven  on  the  heart. 
Sank  my  soul  in  visions  baseless,   deeper  sank  till 

hopelessly 
Seemed  no  sorrow  worse  than  never,    never  more 

that  face  to  see. 

Time  wore  on,  spring  re-ascending  woke  the  hidden 

life  and  sere, — 
While  the  wind  swept,  showery  skies  wooed  into  leaf 

the  budding  year. 
Summer  came  when   night's   grey  banners  scarce 

across  the  horizon  meet, 
Ere  morn's  glittering  ranks,    east-risen,    laughing 

look  on  their  defeat ; 
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Sweetest  summer !    sure  thy  roses   Lloomed    with 

richer  scents  and  hues, 
Or  did  that  loved  presence  o'er  thy  conscious  hours 

such  grace  diffuse  ? 
He  was  near,  though   still  as   strangers  must  we 

meet,  no  intercourse 
Unspiritual,     disenchanting,     froze     imagination's 

source. 
From  my  window  leaning  forward  might  I  see  the 

long- stretched  hill. 
Range  on   range  white  gleaming  houses,  and  his 

dwelling — then  would  fill 
All  space — nothing  else  apparent — oft   I  gazed  till 

evening's  close, 
Often  in  the  dewy  da\\^ling,  ere  the  sun  from  ocean 

rose. 
Still  some  chance  of  his  appearing  cheered  my  loneli- 
ness each  day, 
And  mine  eyes  sometimes  beheld   him ;    now  and 

then  he  crossed  my  way, 
Where  long  linden-rows  above  the  path  a  fragrant 

shelter  fling. 
On  the  breezy  downs  where  thrilling  larks  unseen  in. 

mid-air  sing ; 
And  his  silent,  courteous  greeting  left  my  brow,  my 

step  more  light. 
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Giving  gladness  to  all  nature,  gladness  to  the  dreams 

of  night, 
Unforgotten,  duly    numbered,    clear   and   separate 

each  one, 
As  gold  threads  rare  interwoven  through  a  common 

tissue  run. 

Once,  along  the  abbey-meadows  wandering  with 
light-  hearted  friends. 

On  our  walk  we  paused  where  over  ivied  cliffs  the 
path  ascends, 

Gazing  on  the  lavish  glory,  bathed  in  sunlight  sea 
and  land. 

Wooded  slopes  and  wide-spread  waters  parted  by  the 
moist  brown  strand, 

Snowy  sails  glanced  in  the  distance,  tall  ships  glided 
to  and  fro, 

With  unruffled  equal  motion  western  winds  blew 
soft  and  low. 

I  the  while,  by  mystic  prescience  drawn,  half  con- 
sciously looked  down 

Where  beneath,  the  road  lay  winding  round  the  bay- 
marge  from  the  town, 

Saw  way-farers  coming,  going,  saw  with  sudden 
throb  afar, 
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Him,  whose  mien,  whose  step,  whose  features  not  as 

meaner  mortals  arc. 
On  he  came,  he  passed  right  forward,  from  above  I 

could  not  see, 
Glance  or  feature,  Loth  depicted  from  his  bearing 

firm  and  free. 
So  I  watched  till  distance  hid  the  swift  receding 

form  from  view, 
Following,  from  earth  upspringing  like  a  dove  my 

spirit  flew. 
Hovering  wistful  into  airy  space,  then  back  repining 

sank 
Where,  regardless,  my   companions  rested  on  the 

grassy  bank ; 
And  I  said  :  "  The  noon -glare  scorches,  let  us  seek  yon 

leafy  screen, 
Cool,  o'ershading,  where  broad  beeches  spread  with 

slender  pines  between." 

Star-loved  haven,  in  whose  mirror  skies  behold  their 
changeful  pride, 

Calm  and  motionless,  or  trembling  on  the  fluctua- 
ting tide ; 

Granite  tors,  green-folded  valleys,  gleamings  of  the 
sapphire  main. 
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Land  whose  soil  drinks  in  the  sunlight  dyed  with 
morning's  ruddiest  stain, 

Sweet  your  memory,  softly  splendid,  thro'  the  halo 
tears  diffuse ; 

But  deserted  now  and  vacant,  blotted  half  its  fairy  h  ues. 

Autumn  sighs  her  saddest  dirges  o'er  past  phan- 
toms of  delight. 

Gloomy  winter  lingers  dreary,  like  one  endless  arctic 
night. 

Fain  to  newer  hopes  reviving,  fain  would  I  false 
dreams  forget. 

But  that  brow  of  splendour  haunts  me,  that  sweet 
voice  of  music  yet. 

Life  grows  dim,  each  pleasure  palleth,  other's  praise 
and  proffered  love 

Makes  me  mourn  by  fate  defrauded  of  his  smile  all 
meed  above. 

Lifeless,  blank  appals    the   future,  lapsing  on  the 
abysmal  deep ; 

"Weary  would  I   turn   and  lay  me   down    in   ever- 
sacred  sleep ; 

Lulled  by  sound  of  murmuring  surges,  folded  safe  in 
sure  repose. 

From  those  perfect  lips  one  sealing  kiss  in  peace 
mine  eyes  to  close. 
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0  what  witchcraft  hath  ensnared  me  ?  shall  I  never 

more  cast  off 
Slavery  to  a  vague  idea,  only  meet  for  idle  scoff? 
Let  no  treacherous  winged  air  breathe  it — not  to  such 

declension  born, 
Must  I,  fool  of  love-sick  fancy,  must  I  pine  unblest, 

forlorn  ? 
Kay,  no  shame,  no  harm  betideth ;  were  not  this  as 

others  do  ? 
All  is  vanity,  vain  shadows  all  beneath  the  sky  pur- 
sue, 
Whether  in  piled  clouds  of  sunset  golden  towers  and 

fanes  we  build, 
Or  for  baser  metal   toiling  earthward    our    whole 

being  yield. 
Oft  to  shadowy  unreal  loftiest  symbol  hath  been 

given. 
Moonbeams  tremulous  on  ocean  weave  bright  links 

that  reach  to  heaven. 
0  beloved,  my  soul's  dear  idol !  never  mayst  thou 

come  more  near ; 
Lest  from  what  the  world  hath  made  thee  seraph 

fancy  shrink  with  fear. 
Stars  above   a  burning  city  sicken  in  the  blood-red 

sky. 
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So  profaned  youth's  fair  illusions   shrink  from  life's 

dull  glare  and  die. 
Many  light  loves  court  thee,  winning  fickle  favor, 

life-long  scorn, 
Many  false  and  heartless    fail  thee,  frets  the  yoke 

thou  long  hast  worn. 
When  the  bloom -rife  fruit  thou  findest  dust   and 

ashes  at  the  core, 
When  the  cup  thou  drainest  leaves  hut  bitterness 

and  distrust  sore, 

0  might  then  my  spirit  gently  see   thy   troubled 
spirit  move. 

Whispering  comfort,  hope,  and  warning,  nobler  aims, 

immortal  love ! 
Vain  alas  !  the  words  I  utter  only  ease  my  burning 

heart ; 
Never  may  they  reach  thee,  never  in   thy  welfare 

bear  a  part. 
Thou  afar  on  life's  discordant  battle-plain  exulting 

thrown, 

1  apart  in  changeless  prison,   mourning,   none  to 
answer,  none. 

But  the  wan  cold  twilight  stealeth  thro' my  curtains, 

breaks  the  day, 
Birds   low   chirping,  fresh   winds   blowing,  scatter 

spectral  gloom  away. 
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Hark,  the  bell  to  matins  calling  from    St.    Mary's 

chapel  rings 
Clear  and  deeji,  morn's  holy  descant  preluding  of 

heavenly  things. 
Slumber  passeth,  life  and  labor   must   their  daily 

course  fulfil; 
0  my  soul  I  arise,  awaken  !  prayer  and  praise  await 

thee  still. 
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SONG. 

Peace,  0  peace !  the  air  is  still, 

Sighs  are  spent  and  sorrow  fled  ; 
Look  around  and  take  thy  fill 

Of  quiet  joys  about  thee  spread. 
No,  the  past  no  spell  availeth, 
Still  its  mournful  echo  waileth  ; 

Every  care  is  vain. 
Not  till  throbs  thy  pulse  no  more, 
Till  life's  fevered  dreams  be  o'er, 

Shalt  thou  rest  from  pain. 
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AN    EASTERN    TALE. 

When  I  consider  Time's  unfolded  page 

Where  man  bis  soul  hath  graven  line  by  line, 

And  note  his  wrongs  in  every  clime  and  age 
To  woman,  yet  how  evermore  doth  shine 
Her  spirit  over  bis,  almost  divine. 

When  most  reviled  in  goodness  eminent ; 

I  marvel  much  and  grieve,  yet  rest  content. 

It  must  be  so,  since  on  revolted  earth 
Evil  hath  over  good  permitted  sway, 

And  only  through  affliction  may  pure  worth 
Win  excellence  and  love  beyond  decay, 
Till  hardest  hearts  in  vain  her  praise  gainsay. 

In  song  and  legend  still  conspicuous  found ; 

Reluctant  thus  false  prophets  truth  expound. 

In  Bagdad  once — so  eastern  stories  run — 
Two  cousins  in  one  home  from  infancy 
Together  dwelt ;  the  youth  an  only  son. 
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Of  wealthy  parents  born  to  higli  degree, 
But  the  mild  girl  an  orphan  fair  to  see  ; 
And  from  their  earliest  years  it  was  decreed 
That  they   should   wed   when   time   and   friends 
agreed. 

Her  soul  he  held,  o'er  him  self-love  sole  power ; 
But  now  the  day  was  come,  the  feast  prepared, 

The  guests  assembled,  the  propitious  hour 
To  solemnise  their  marriage-contract  neared, 
The  bridegoom  came  not,  nor  when  called  ap- 
peared. 

They  sought  him  at  the  bath,  thence  was  he  gone  ; 

They  sought  and  waited  long  till  night  drew  on. 

The  mother  feared  lest  ill  might  him  befal, 
And  wept  for  grief  and  fear  the  gentle  bride  ; 

But  anger  filled  the  father's  heart.     "  And  shall 
This  idler  thus  despise  my  cares  ?''  he  cried, 
''A  twelvemonth's  space  shall  he  his  fault  abide 

Wifeless  and  unesteemed."     This  punishment 

To  Ahmed  gave,  indeed,  his  mind's  full  bent. 

He  had  gone  forth,  adorned  in  rich  array. 

Thoughtless  and  glittering  as  a  summer  fly. 
The  intervening  hours  to  wile  away ; 
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And  loitering  thus  beneath  noon's  burning  sky, 
O'erspent  at  last,  he  sought  the  shelter  nigh 
Of  a  tall  mansion,  on  the  marble  seat 
Of  whose  broad  steps  he  rested  from  the  heat. 

And  presently  a  casement  ope'd  above 

Whence  fluttered   down   a   broidered  kerchief 
rare  ; 
He  turned  his  languid  eyes — 0  power  of  love  ! 
What  glorious  vision  flashed  one  moment  there  ? 
A  lady  beautiful  beyond  compare  ; 
She   smiled  and  pressed  with  sweet,  bewitching 

mien, 
Her  hand  upon  her  heart,  then  closed  the  screen. 

As  the  first  glimpse  of  Paradise  to  one 

Waking  from  death's  void  darkness  was  that 
gleam 

Of  loveliness,  leaving  alas  !  when  gone. 
The  world  bereft  of  light.     A  fiery  stream 
Of  pain  and  rapture  o'er  his  heart  did  stream. 

And  thus  entranced  with  upward  gaze  he  burned 

Long  hours  unnoted ;  she  no  more  returned. 

'Twas  midnight  ere  with  new  distraction  blind, 
Ahmed  reached  home,  and  all  were  gone  to  rest, 
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Save  her  whom  most  aggrieved  his  reckless  mind ; 
vShe  weeping  watched,  yet  no  reproof  expressed 
When  she  beheld  him  safe,  and  soft  addressed  : 
"  My  cousin,  0  what  evil  fortune,  say. 
Hath  to  our  sorrow  kept  thee  hence  this  day  ?  " 

Then  to  her  his  adventure  he  declared. 

And  how,  of  hope  bereft,  his  death  was  near  ; 

For  she  his  inmost  thoughts  had  ever  shared, 
Ending  :  "0  aid  me  now,  Amenah  dear  !" 
She  looking  up  replied  with  many  a  tear  : 

"  Didst  thou,  my  cousin,  even  mine  eye  require, 

Straight  would  I  pluck  it  out  for  thee  entire. 

"  For  well  I  know  how  hard  is  love  to  bide  ; 

And  that  yon  lady  loveth  thee  is  j)lain  ; 
Therefore  with  earnest  faith  no  means  untried 

I'll  leave,  if  able  your  success  to  gain. 

Be  cheerful  then,  and  may  your  joy  remain  !" 
So  she  consoling  him  almost  forgot 
The  heavier  burden  of  her  lonely  lot. 

Now,  in  these  oriental  climes  we  know 

Maidens  like  birds  in  cage  must  sing  unseen ; 
Nor  can  on  visits  or  excursions  go. 
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Nor  post  swift  answer  to  their  wish  may  hrin 
To  win  or  lose  a  heart  no  easy  thing ; 
But  there  one  single  glance  of  a  black  eye 
May  light  fierce  flames,  or  lovers  cause  to  die 


Young  Ahmed,  vagrant  passion's  slave,  was  vain, 
Of  purpose  light,  as  beautiful  in  face. 

Artless,  untaught  to  serve  and  sue  and  feign ; 
So,  hardly  had  he  kept  his  lady's  grace, 
Condemned  to  pine  in  hopeless  suppliant's  case ; 

But  for  Amenah's  care  and  counsels  wise, 

By  love  inspired  her  love  to  sacrifice. 

She  showed  him  all  the  symbols  lovers  use, 

By  mystic  flowers  their  passion  to  declare. 
Nor  once  of  fickle  falseness  would  accuse  ; 

Smiled  on  his  hopes  and  soothed  him  in  despair  ; 

Yet  much  from  his  impatient  rage  must  bear, 
And  all  the  while  in  unrevealed  grief 
Her  heart  was  breaking  fast,  nor  sought  relief. 

0  wearily  in  sooth  his  wooing  sped. 

And  strange  and  tedious  were  it  to  relate. 

How  perilous  a  pathway  he  must  tread ; 
How  many  nights  before  his  fair  one's  gate, 
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In  unrequited  vigil,  slighted  wait ; 
At  last  the  lofty  damsel's  pride  was  won, 
And  unobscured  shone  forth  his  soul's  bright  sun. 

Then  said  Araenah  :  "  Cousin,  I  entreat 

One  favour,  grant  me  now  thy  vows  are  blest ; 

Ere  leaving  thy  beloved  this  verse  repeat : 
'  Tell  me,  0  lovers,  where  may  one  find  rest, 
By  hopeless  love  and  cureless  woe  opprest  ?'  " 

He  promised,  but  remembered  not,  too  glad. 

Aught  else  to  bear  in  mind,  as  erst  too  sad. 

For  such  is  passion's  creed  that  never  stooped 
The  meaner  cares  of  other  hearts  to  know ; 

Should  he  mark  how  her  faithful  spirit  drooped, 
He  basking  in  the  noon  of  beauty's  glow  ? 
Ah  !  chilling  cold  the  tears  he  forced  to  flow. 

And  dark  the  desolation  and  the  gloom 

Which  silently  prepared  her  sheltering  tomb. 

But  when  again  that  wasted  form  he  met. 
And  when  with  pallid  smile  she  craved  reply. 

It  moved  in  him  resolve,  with  some  regret, 
Next  time  with  her  fond  fancy  to  comply ; 
His  lady  heard  his  verse  and  with  a  sigh 

Answered:  "  If  hope  be  lost  and  patience  fail, 

I  know  no  aid  but  death  which  may  avail." 
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Well,  home  returned,  as  one  who  bears  a  boon. 
His  promise  now  fulfilled  content  must  bring. 

He  found  Amenah  sunk  in  lifeless  swoon; 
His  mother  sorrowing  over  her  'gan  wring 
Her  hands,  and  on  her  son  upbraidings  fling ; 

But  she,  reviving  at  his  voice,  besought 

What  answer  from  his  lady  he  had  brought. 

This  told,  she  whispered   faint :  "  Once  more  my 

suit 

Attend,  dear  Ahmed,  and  this  message  bear ; 
We  hear  and  we  obey  and  die ;  salute 

For  us  the  cause  of  parting  and  despair^ 

Now,  here  to  trust  my  tale  I  scarcely  dare, 
That  ever  man  so  senseless  heartless,  proved, 
As  these  sad  tidings  to  repeat  unmoved. 

Perhaps  like  some  he  thought  in  poet's  phrase, 
(For  so  her  words  were  clothed)  no  earnest  lies  ; 

Soon  on  love's  wing  that  brooketh  no  delays 
He  sought  his  fair  love's  bower  in  joyful  wise; 
But  when  that  dirge  of  hope  was  told,  her  eyes, 

Soul-beaming,  filled  with  tears,  and  "Oh !"  she  said, 

"  Whoso  this  message  sent  is  surely  dead." 


'Nay,  nay,  by  Allah  !"  then  the  youth  replied. 


'  It  is  my  cousin  and  our  truest  friend ; 
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Whose  aid  ensured,  whose  faithful  cares  still  hide 
Our  secret  meetings  to  this  happy  end." 
Then,  while  she  did  with  earnest  ear  attend. 
He  told  their  story  even  from  infant  life, 
And  how  Amenah  was  ordained  his  wife. 

But  she,  his  fancy's  idol,  listening,  shed 
The  tears  his  eyes  refused  to  pity  due  ; 

"And  would  that  we  had  never  met,"  she  said, 
Since  my  fond  love  hath  injured  love  so  true  ; 
Since  from  my  joy  another's  misery  grew. 

Ah,  poor  Amenah  !  might  my  wish  avail 

Thy  kindness  to  requite  and  wrongs  to  heal. 

"And  how  could' st  thou,  so  seeming  good  and  fair, 
'Gainst  every  generous  passion  steel  thy  mind. 

Dooming  thy  youth's  companion  to  despair, 
To  long-tried  tenderness  ingrately  blind. 
And  equal  baseness  hope  in  me  to  find  ?" 

He  would  have  framed  excuse,  "but  go,"  she  cried, 

"  Return  unto  thy  true  forsaken  bride." 

Alas  !  'twas  all  too  late ;  now  grief  had  done 
Its  worst,  and  death's  good  angel  pitying  came. 

Freeing  the  long-enduring  soul  from  moan. 
And  gave  to  endless  rest  the  woe-worn  fi-ame. 
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The  dying  girl  no  accent  breathed  of  blame, 
"While  weeping  friends  around  her  couch  in  vain 
Enquired  the  source  of  her  decay  and  pain. 

"0,  Ahmed's  mother  !"  these  last  words  she  spoke, 
"  Mourn  not  for  me,  to  happier  realms  I  go  ; 

But  never  may  thy  son  endure  the  yoke 
Of  bitter  anguish  it  was  mine  to  know. 
0  that  in  death  I  might  avert  all  woe. 

From  him  and  he  my  love  recall  one  day !" 

Then  soft  her  gentle  spirit  passed  away. 

And  Ahmed  came ;  now  felt  he  not  remorse  ? 
Or  was  his  conscience  from  its  burthen  clear 

When  he  beheld  the  cold,  unconscious  corse, 
iS^o  more  in  mildest  presence  ever  near. 
The  mute  reproaches  of  her  smile  to  fear? 

Whate'er  his  thoughts,  with  none  might  they  be 
shared ; 

And  now  the  funeral  rites  must  be  prepared. 

Three  days  and  nights  before  the  maiden's  tomb 
Duly  for  her  departed  soul  they  prayed ; 

Three  days  and  nights,  in  fasting,  tears,  and  gloom, 
The  pious  custom  of  their  land  obeyed, 
For  all  in  deaf  oblivion  lowly  laid ; 
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Mourning  her  loss,  so  young,  so  f;iir,  so  true  ; 
But  he  wlio  slew  her  more  did  absence  rue. 

Scarce  was  the  terra  of  lamentation  past, 

When,  unobserved,  to  yon  fair  garden  bower, 

His  centre  of  sole  bliss,  he  stole  in  haste ; 

Sweet   saug   the  birds,  and  brighter  bloomed 

each  flower, 
Glad  greeting  for  the  re-uniting  hour ; 

And  lo  !  their  beauteous  mistress,  pale  witli  care, 

Who  flew  to  welcome  him  with  anxious  air. 

''  What  news  ?"  she  asked,  "  long  hast  thou  absent 
been  ;" 
But  when  she  heard  of  sweet  Amena  dead. 

Deep-settled  grief  was  in  her  aspect  seen  ; 

"0  Heaven  !"  she  cried,"let  not  the  guilt  l)e  laid, 
Of  this  young  blood,  on  my  unhappy  head  I" 

Then  of  her  wandering  lover  did  she  crave 

That  he  would  lead  her  to  Amenah's  s:rave. 

So  they  went  forth  :  beneath  her  veil's  wide  fold 
A  basket  filled  with  fragrant  buds  she  bore, 

And  in  the  other  hand  a  purse  of  gold. 

Whence,  on  their  way,  to  all  the  passing  poor 
The  lady  gave,  repeating,  evermore — 

E 
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"Pray  for  Ainenah's  soul — for  her  who  died 
In  silence — unrequited  love  to  hide." 

Till  reached  the  cypress-ranged  sepulchral  ground, 
She  came  within  that  still  abode  of  death, 

And  knelt  beside  the  tomb  with  sighs  profound, 
Praying  for  her  who  lay  so  calm  beneath ; 

Then  hung  thereon  full  many  a  blooming  wreath, 

Watered  with  tears,  whereat  the  sweet  flowers 
mourned, 

Yet  with  more  vivid  hues  wan  grief  adorned. 

So  lovely  looked  the  mourner,  kneeling  there. 
So  wrapt  in  anguish  for  another's  woe. 

E'en  guilt  had  been  absolved  in  one  so  fair ; 
But  she,  for  ills  her  soul  would  never  know. 
Implored  forgiveness  where  she  found  no  foe, 

For  sure  Amenah's  hovering  spirit  mild 

On  kindred  tenderness  approving  smiled. 

In  growing  ecstacy,  and  wakening  shame, 
Young  Ahmed  watched,  till  every  sense  grew 
dim 

With  adoration,  whence  distincter  came 

Image  of  guilt,  conscience  long  dead  in  him, 
Now  startled  to  extreme,  shook  every  limb ; 
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When  rose  the  lady,  and  with  fervent  tone, 

Her  high  resolve  and  deep  scorn  thus  made  known : 

"  Farewell,  of  love  unworthy  I  here  we  part. 

Had  nobleness  or  faith  within  thee  dwelt. 
Thou  coulds't  not  have  destroyed  a  trusting  heart, 

And  for  thy  nearest  kin  no  pity  felt; 

But  since  such  matchless  sorrows  could  not  melt, 
Thy  cousin,  ceasing  to  bewail  her  youth, 
Mays't  thou,  bewailing  thine,  confess  her  truth  ! 

"Go,  then ;  and  never  more  approach  my  gate. 
Lest  by  my  hand  be  righteous  vengeance  send, 

For  poor  Amenah's  wrongs,  and  timeless  fate. 
And  thus  mine  own  full  surely  I  prevent." 
She  spake,  and  signified  the  stern  intent, 

Touching  the  jewelled  poniard  at  her  side, 

While  flashed  her  eyes  with  more  than  mortal  pride. 

She  left  him,  and  they  never  met  again. 
Nor  of  his  future  state  need  we  inquire. 

'Tis  said,  in  greatness,  honoured  among  men 
He  lived,  yet  ever  bore  within  the  fire 
Of  waste  repentance,  and  bereaved  desire  ; 

But,  ah  !  in  vain  remorse  and  pity  shed 

Showers  that  revive  not  the  unconscious  dead. 

E  2 
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SCILLIAN    VESPERS. 


TRESCOE. 

Here,  in  bright  Hesperian  bowers, 

Anchored  on  the  unfathomed  deep. 
Safely  through  night's  storm-rocked  hours, 
Weary  wanderer,  peaceful  sleep. 

Let  soft  slumber  close  thine  eye, 
Wild  winds  chant  thy  lullaby. 

Fear  not  thou  the  Atlantic's  swell. 

Thundering  surge,  or  tempest's  roar, 
Saints  and  angels  guard  us  well, 
Holiest  names  on  isle  and  shore 
Blend  in  choral  harmony 
With  old  ocean's  lullaby. 
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ALL'S  WELL. 


The  long  niglit-watcli  is  over  ;  fresh  and  chill 
Comes  in  the  air  of  morn ;  he  slumbers  still. 
Each  hour  more  calm  his  laboured  breathings  grew. 
"  0  Grod  !  may  he  awaken  free  from  ill ; 
May  this  supreme  repose  dear  life  renew  !" 

She  rose,  and  to  the  casement  came, 

The  curtain  drew,  and  blank,  grey  morn 

Looked  pitiless  on  eyes  grief- worn, 

On  the  dying  lamp's  red,  flickering  flame, 

And,  slowly  through  the  wavering  gloom 

Searching  out  the  shaded  room. 

Fell  on  a  form — the  pillowed  head 

So  motionless,  supinely  laid. 

0,  was  it  death,  or  trance,  or  sleep. 

Had  power  his  sense  thus  locked  to  keep  ? 

She  turned,  that  woman  wan  and  mild ; 

She  gazed  through  tears,  yet  hope  beguiled ; 

He  was  her  son,  her  first-born  child, — 

Ah,  hush  !  she  may  not  weep. 
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Many  a  niglit,  with  patient  eye, 

Had  she  watched  him — si^^ht  of  woe  ! 

Fever-chained,  unconscious  lie ; 

Many  a  day  passed  heavily. 

Since  met  in  glad  expectancy 

Round  the  cheerful  hearth  below 

Young  and  old,  a  goodly  show. 

To  welcome  from  the  wondrous  main, 

Their  wanderer  home  returned  again. 

The  father's  careful  brow  unbent. 

The  mother  happily  intent 

That  nothing  should  be  left  undone 

To  greet  him  best ;  the  youngest  one 

In  childish,  bright  bewilderment. 

Longed,  curious,  to  look  upon 

Her  own,  strange  sailor-brother  sent 

Afar,  before  she  could  remember  ; 

While  elder  sons  and  daughters  thought 

What  change  in  the  playmate  unforgotten 

Time  and  foreign  skies  had  wrought. 

Could  he  be  like  that  fair-haired  boy, 

With  curly  hair  of  golden  hue, 

And  merry-twinkling  eye  of  blue. 

Whose  tones  were  musical  with  joy  ? 

For  he  had  sailed  all  round  the  world, 
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In  China's  seas  our  flag  unfurled, 
On  Borneo's  coast  with  pirates  fought, 
From  famed  spice-islands  treasure  brought, 
Had  been  where  the  Upas  grew  ! 

But  the  long  June  day  was  closing  fast. 

And  yet  he  did  not  come  ; 
And  anxious  looks  and  murmurs  passed. 
Some  gazed  without,  sate  listless  some  ; 
Down  the  hill-side,  across  the  vale, 
Night  mists  are  rising,  sweeps  the  gale  ; 

But  nought  can  we  see  through  the  gloom ; 
When,  hark  !  a  step  at  the  wicket  gate, 
And  the  brothers  rushed  out  with  call  and  shout. 

Welcome  at  last,  though  late  ! 
And  round  him  hurriedly  they  press. 
And  bring  him  to  the  warm-lit  room, 

To  his  mother's  fond  caress. 

"  But  how  is  this,  dear  son,  thy  lips  arc  pale ; 
And  thy  brow  burnetii,  and  thy  speech  doth  fail. 
Hath  some  sore  sickness  thus  thy  frame  opprest, 
Or  sinkest  thou  for  want  of  food  and  rest  ?" 
"  All's  well — I  am  at  home;  but  make  my  bed  soon, 
For  I  am  weary,  mother,  and  fain  would  lay  me  down.' 
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Even  while  he  spake,  he  tottered,  fell ; 

The  heavy  lid  reluctantly 

Shrouded  the  glazing,  love-strained  eye. 

They  tenderly  raised  him ;  who  may  tell 

What  anguish  theirs  ?    That  smothered  cry  ! 

They  bore  him  up  the  narrow  stair ; 

They  laid  him  on  his  bed  with  care ; 

On  snowy  pillow, — flower-besprent, 

(Ah  !  for  lighter  slumber  meant). 

They  knew  some  pestilential  blight 

Lurked  in  his  blood  with  deadly  might, 

And  they  trembled  for  the  morrow. 
Thus  in  the  smitten  house  that  night, 

All  joy  was  changed  to  sorrow. 


Yea,  swift  and  near,  the  fever-fiend 
Had  dogged  the  mariner's  homeward  way. 
One  ocean  south,  one  ocean  north. 
The  ship  from  red  Lymoon  sailed  forth, 
But  fast  in  her  hold  the  dark  curse  lay ; 

In  vain  blew  the  cool  west  wind. 
"Week  after  week,  he  now,  in  vain, 
Had  breathed  his  pleasant  native  air  ; 
For  still  with  restless,  burning  brain, 
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He  seemed  to  toss  on  a  fiery  main, 
'Neath  a  sky  of  copper  glare. 
Under  his  window  a  sweet-briar  grew, 
And  fragrance  his  boyhood  fall  well  knew, 
In  at  the  open  lattice  flung  ; 
The  thrush  in  his  old  pear-tree  sung. 
Young  voices  from  the  distance  borne, 
Or  mower's  scythe  at  dewy  morn, 
Cock's  shrill  crowing,  all  around 
Sweet  familiar  scent  or  sound, 
None  could  bring  his  spirit  peace  ; 
None  from  wandering  dreams  release. 
He  heard  an  angry  surf  still  thunder. 
Crashing  planks  beneath  him  sunder. 
Tumults  that,  ever  changing,  never  cease. 


"  Look,    look  !    what  glides   and    glitters    in    the 

brake  ? 
Is  it  a  panther,  or  green  crested  snake  ? 
Ah  !  cursed  Malay — I  see  his  cruel  eye  ; 
His  hissing  arrows  pierce  me.     Must  I  lie. 
Weltering  in  torture  on  this  hell-hot  brine  ; 
Not  one  cool  drop  my  parching  throat  to  slake  ? 
Jesu  have  mercy  I  what  a  fate  is  mine  !" 
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Yet  ever  his  mother's  yearning  gaze, 
Saintly  sad,  was  on  him  dwelling ; 
Could  it  not  penetrate  the  haze 
Of  phantasy,  and,  frenzy-quelling 
In  heart  and  brain,  soft-healing  flow  ? 
His  sister  came  with  noiseless  tread, 
And,  bending  o'er  the  sufferer's  bed. 
Lightly  laid  her  smooth,  cold  palm 
Upon  the  throbbing  brow  ; 
And  with  the  touch  a  gradual  calm. 
Stole  quietly,  diffusing  slow 
Sleep's  anguish-soothing  balm. 
Pain's  iron  links,  a  little  while 
Relaxing,  let  his  spirit  rove 
In  vision  some  Atlantic  isle, 
Where  waved  the  tall  Areca  palm  ; 
Fresh  breezes  fanned,  and  gushing  rills 
Murmured,  as  in  green  English  grove 
They,  winding,  deepen  from  the  hills. 
And  momentary  smiled,  perchance. 
Dear  faces  thro'  the  shadowy  trance. 
His  unclosed  eye  saw  not,  though  near  ; 
Dear  voices  reached  the  spell-bound  ear, 
His  waking  sense  had  failed  to  hear. 
Only  a  little  space— too  soon 
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The  fiery  scourge,  from  slumber  burst, 
Swept  like  the  tyrannous  typlioon, 
Gathering  new  rage,  the  last  the  worst ; 

Till  the  pulse  ebbed  low,  and  life 

Shrank  wasted  from  the  strife. 

At  length  a  dreamless  stupor  deep 
Fell  on  him,  liker  death  than  sleep. 
At  eve  the  grave  physician  said  : 
"  No  more  availeth  human  aid; 
Nature  will  thus  his  powers  restore, 
Or  else  he  sleeps  to  wake  no  more." 
Alone  his  mother  watched  all  night, 
Iia  silent  agony  of  prayer. 
When  dimly  gleamed  the  dawning  light. 
She  thought,  "  Its  ghastly,  spectral  stare 
Makes  his  hue  so  ashen  white." 
But  when  broadening  day  shone  bright, 
Froze  to  despair  her  shivering  dread. 
None  who  have  seen  that  leaden  mask 
Over  love's  features  greyly  spread, 
"  Whose  superscription  this  ?""  need  ask. 
Soft  she  unclosed  the  door,  and  said, 
"  Come,"  in  whisper  hoarse  and  low ; 
And  silently  they  came, 
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One  by  one  the  same 
Who  had  joyous  met  by  the  earth  below, 
Only  three  short  weeks  ago. 
They  looked,  "  Is  it  life  or  death  ?" 
She  beckoned  them  in,  and,  with  hushed  breath 
Standing  around,  they  saw  dismayed 
That  living  soul  already  laid 
The  shadow  of  the  grave  beneath. 

Kneeling  beside  his  hope,  his  pride 

Felled  in  youth's  prime,  his  sea-worn  son, 

Aloud  the  reverend  father  cried  : 
"  Submissive,  Lord,  we  bow ;  Thy  will  be  done  ; 
Yet  grant  some  token  ere  my  child  depart, 
Thy  love  hath  ever  dwelt  within  his  heart. 
And  throu'j^h  the  vale  of  darkness  safe  will  sruide." 
"  Amen,  amen,"  in  faltering  response  sighed 
Mother  and  children,  watchers  woe-begone. 

0  mournful  vigils,  lingering  long  ! 

0  agonies  of  hope,  that  wrong 

Solemn  prayer  for  swift  release, 

And  the  soul's  eternal  peace  ! 

Now  holy  calm,  now  wild  desire 

With  sick  suspense  alternate  tire. 

Till  vcrv  consciousness  must  cease. 
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Faint  the  reluctant  hours  expire ; 
The  mind  flows  back ;  as  in  a  dream 
Trivial  imaginations  stream 
Over  the  blank  of  grief, 


Bringing  no  relief. 


Haply  some  sudden  sound  without — 

A  sheep-dog's  bark,  or  a  schoolboy's  shout, 

Or  careless  whistler  passing  near — 

May,  unaware,  pierce  the  dull  ear, 

And  feeble,  mystic  wonder  wake. 

And  straight  the  web  of  fancy  break  ; 

The  awful  Presence  over  all 

Hovering  unseen,  a  brooding  pall. 
"  0  look !  what  change  is  there  ?  can  hope  revive  ? 

Lift  his  head  gently,  give  him  air " 

As  drive 


Strong  winds  through  a  thunder-cloud,  and  shear 
Athwart  on  either  side  its  blackness. 
Sweeping  the  empyrean  clear  ; 
So,  from  the  stony  visage  rent, 
Instantaneously  withdrew 
The  heaviness,  the  livid  hue  ; 
And  the  inward  spirit  shining  through 
Serene,  ethereal  brightness  lent. 
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His  eyes  unclosed ;  their  gaze  intent 

No  narrow,  stifling  limits  saw, 

No  aspects  blanched  by  love  and  awe — 

Far,  far  on  the  eternal  bent. 

Hark  !  from  his  lips  the  seaman's  cheer, 

Sudden,  deep-thrilling,  did  they  hear, 

"  Land  ahead P''     The  words  of  welcome  rose ; 

Then  he  sank  back  in  isolate  repose. 

What  land  ?  0  say  thou  tempest  tost ! 
Whither  hath  thy  worn  bark  drifted, 
Seest  thou  thine  own  dear,  native  coast — 
Vision  by  strong  desire  uplifted — 
Britain's  white  cliffs  afar  appearing  ; 
Or  art  thou  not,  full  surely,  nearing 
That  unknown  strand,  that  furthest  shore, 
Whence  wanderer  never  saileth  more  ? 
But  hush  !  again  he  speaks  with  stedfast  tone, 
"  Let  go  the  anchor.''''     Now,  the  port  is  won. 
0  happy  mariner !  at  last 
Ocean  storms  and  perils  past. 
Past  treacherous  rock  and  shelving  shoal, 
And  the  ravening  breakers'  roll, 
Securely  moored  in  haven  blest, 
Thy  weary  soul  hath  found  its  rest, 
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Touching  now  the  golden  strand  ! 
Before  thee  lies  the  promised  land, 
To  thy  raptured  eyes  revealed 
(Eyes  on  earth  for  ever  sealed). 
Eternity's  reflected  splendour 
Transfigureth  the  hollow  brow  ; 
And  the  shattered  hull  must  render, 
Landed  the  free  spirit  now. 
Wayfarers  we,  on  a  homeless  sea. 
Bid  thee  not  return,  delay  ; 
But  oh !  one  word  of  parting  say  ! 

Sweet,  solemn,  full,  those  final  accents  fell, 
Pledge  of  undying  peace  :  he  spake,  "  AWs  well.'* 
Yea,  all  is  well ;  that  last  adieu 

Opened  Paradise  to  view  ; 

"While,  on  tremulous  passing  sigh. 

The  happy  spirit  floated  by. 

O'er  mourning  hearts  in  anguish  hushed, 

EflSuence  ecstatic  gushed ; 

They  saw  Heaven's  gates  of  pearl  unfold 

Paven  courts  of  purest  gold, 

The  glorious  city  on  a  height 

Lost  in  distances  of  light ; 

Heard  angelic  harpings  sweet, 
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Voices  jubilant,  that  greet 

New  comers  through  tlie  floods  of  death  ; 

Felt  softly  blow  a  passing  breath 

Celestial,  the  winnowiufrs 

Viewless  of  ethereal  wino-s. 

This  could  not  last  for  mortal  strain, 

Transport  sinking  down  to  pain  ; 

Yet  a  refulgent  glimpse  of  Heaven, 

Never  by  cloud  or  storm-blast  riven, 

Eay  from  love  divine,  shall  dwell 

On  all  who  heard  that  last  farewell. 

Sweet,  faint  echoes,  never  dying, 

Of  far  homes  immortal  tell, 

Where  sorrows  cease,  and  tears  and  sighing  ; 

Still  whispering  :  "All  is  well,  is  well." 
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On  the  blue  Rhone,  when  summer  suns  are  glowing, 
How  smiles  her  native  flower  in  modest  glee. 

Where'er  the  gentle  waters,  swiftly  flowing, 
Bear  at  their  will  its  blossoms  light  and  free, 

That  floating  fair  adorn  the  ancient  river, 

Laugh  in  the  sunbeam,  in  the  soft  gale  quiver 
Mid  joy  and  peace,  like  thee  ! 

But  when,  from  wintry  Alps  loud  torrents  drifting, 
The  Rhone's  dark  waves  rush  headlong  to  the  sea. 

Above  her  swollen  flood  its  sweet  head  lifting-, 
The  fragile  flower  still  glideth  patiently. 

Never  by  tempests'  rage  o'erwhelmed  or  riven, 

Its  root  is  in  the  rock,  its  eye  on  heaven — 
E'en  thus,  mid  storms,  like  thee ! 
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Soft  wind,  on  balmy  pinion  passing  by, 

To  fan  my  drooping  brow  thy  flight  delay ; 
And  thou,  fair  sun,  that  sinking  from  the  sky, 
Wearest  the  mild  splendour  of  thine  evening  ray ; 
0  linger  here  awhile, 
And  let  thy  golden  smile 
Illume  the  last  hours  of  departing  May  ! 


Yon  sweet  birds'  lonely-warbled  vespers  fill 

The  quiet  air,  yet  quietness  increase, 
A  spell  to  bid  time's  restless  wheel  stand  still, 
And  calm  decline  reflect  perpetual  peace. 
How  would  my  spirit  fain 
Blend  with  that  heavenly  strain, 
And  floating  far  away  in  silence  cease  ; 
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No  more  of  change  and  sad  decay  to  view ; 

Since  to  these  eyes  full  well  I  know,  no  more 
Sweet  hour,  sweet  season,  may  ye  once  renew 
Your  vernal  robe,  or  past  delight  restore  ; 
Returning  spring  shall  wave 
Her  blossoms  o'er  my  grave. 
For  me  alone  in  vain  her  light  clouds  pour. 


Hence  all  things  steeped  in  sunset's  lovely  dyes. 

The  tender  hue  of  sorrow  seem  to  share  ; 
Hence,  listless  zephyr  mid  the  green  leaves  sighs, 
And  songs  of  joy  a  mournful  echo  bear. 
0  trees,  0  flowerets,  tell, 
Lament  ye  our  farewell. 
Sole  loved  companions,  soothers  of  my  care  ? 


From  earliest  childhood  woods  and  fields  arannfr 

Your  gentle  consolations  have  I  sought, 
With  bursting  heart  by  harsli  unkindness  wrung, 
Or  blame  inscrutable  to  infant  thouirht : 
How  pitying  would  ye  smile, 
How  soon  my  tears  beguile  ; 
Blue  skies  above  a  solemn  gladness  brouglit. 
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Still  with  mine  years  my  desolation  grew ; 

No  kindred  mind  fulfilled  their  visions  bright  ; 
Their  aspirations  high  none  shared  or  knew, 
The  secret  fire  none  fostered  into  light ; 
But  cold  neglect  and  scorn 
Came  with  o'er-brimming  urn, 
Scattering  around  chill  dews  and  cruel  blight. 


T'was  bitter  first  from  strangers  to  receive 

Fond  looks  with  radiant  praise  and  promise  rife, 
See  truth  and  love  rude  mastery  aggrieve, 
And  jealous  discord  mar  domestic  life. 
In  such  a  world  as  this 
Ah  !  who  might  hope  for  bliss, 
Intolerant  of  wrong,  unnerved  for  strife? 


Stretched  out  before  me,  ominous  and  drear, 

The  untried  ocean  of  existence  lay  ; 
And  shrinking  from  its  turbulent  flood  in  fear, 
I  sought  some  haven  where  my  bark  might  stay  ; 
Thus  idly  while  I  gazed 
Imagination  raised 
Pageants  like  those  Sicilian  seas  display, — 
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When  on  their  surfece  motionless,  upheaved, 

Proud  structures  show  as  in  some  magic  glass ; 
Pillared  arcades.,  turrets  and  domes  relieved 
By  sylvan  bowers,  in  rich  succession  pass 
Mist  woven  forms  alone, 
Unreal,  swiftly  gone ; 
Of  youth's  illusions  emblem  meet,  alas  ! 


Even  so,  in  unsubstantial  worlds  my  soul 

Wandered  twixt  earth  and  heaven  forlorn  and  wide, 
The  past,  the  ideal  were  mine  own  and  stole 
The  energies  to  worthier  aims  denied. 
Denied  to  me  each  path 
Hope  or  ambition  hath. 
Poetic  lore  creations  new  supplied. 


For  I  have  roamed  old  Etna's  mountain  hoar, 

Nymph-haunted  stream  and  flowery  plain  along ; 
With  Hecuba  or  Thracias'  ruthless  shore 

Have  wept,  and  burned  at  sad  Medea's  -WTong ; 
And  in  the  sacred  wood 
Of  deep  Colonus  stood 
Listening  the  nightingale's  undying  song. 
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Tlien  would  wild  Fancy  wing  lier  raptured  flight. 

To  fairy  realms  and  scenes  of  old  romance  ; 
Or  gorgeous  halls  by  eastern  genii  dight, 

Where  all  earth's  treasures  wonder  doth  enhance ; 
Till  the  enthralled  mind 
For  its  own  visions  pined, 
x\nd  lonired  to  realise  th'  ecstatic  trance. 


0  what  a  life  it  were,  through  forest  green 

To  range  the  summer  day  with  bow  and  spear ; 
To  sit  at  noon  of  human  eye  unseen, 

By  murmuring  rill,  or  sunless  fountain  clear; 
Or  in  sequestered  shade 
Of  dread  enchantment's  glade, 
High  converse  hold  with  spirits  ever  near ; 


Or  fair  isle  sleeping  on  the  southern  main, 
Old  ocean's  nursling  find,  elysian  land  ! 
Where  widest  wandering  bark  might  ne'er  attain, 
Nor  savage  footstej)s  print  the  golden  sand  ; 
But  sorrow  sweetly  rest 
On  nature's  innocent  breast, 
Neath  tufted  cocoa-nut  or  palm  tree  fanned. 
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Delusions  dear,  full  oft  with  anguish  proved 

Unlike  our  storm- vent  lot !  so,  new  begun, 
Life's  morn  waxed  dim — I  know  myself  beloved, 
Too  late ;  for  now  a  surer  port  is  won. 
My  brief  days  vanished,  seem 
The  shadow  of  a  dream  ; 
How  are  they  fruitless  fled !  what  have  I  done  ? 


But  see  the  rose-hues  wither  from  the  west ; 

Still  dews  are  falling;  mute  the  feathered  choir ; 
Bird,  insect,  blossom,  all  things  are  at  rest, 
The  breeze  faint  shivering  warns  me  to  retire. 
Grey  twilight  draweth  nigh 
And  one  by  one  on  high. 
The  stars  hang  out  their  lamps  of  holy  fire. 


Celestial  watchers,  everlasting  signs 

For  closing  life  instructive,  do  ye  burn  ? 
Earth  fades  away  while  heaven  more  brightly  shines, 
Revealing  glorious  worlds  in  power  eterne. 
Ye  hills,  ye  groves,  adieu  ! 
Fast  folding  in  from  view. 
Faith's  empyreal  home  let  me  discern. 
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Now  hushed  the  various  din  of  care-worn  day, 

Hark,  how  the  nightingale's  aerial  strain 
Awakens  harmony  divine  ;  0  may 

My  thoughts  ascending  thus  no  more  complain  ! 
Though  mortal  sense  must  fail 
To  pierce  the  seven-fold  veil 
Beyond  this  darkening  sphere  of  doubt  and  pain. 
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At  niglit's  deep  noon  I  slept, 

And  phantom  sorrow,  now 
No  more  by  reason's  stedfast  ray  controlled. 
Through  deserts  wide,  forsaken  bade  me  stray, 

Encompassed  and  vext, 
I  know  not  how,  by  strange  distress  and  danger. 

Who  hath  not  dreaming  owned 

Such  vague  mysterious  power, 
When,  fear  waxed  strong  to  agony,  we  start 
Relieved  by  waking  sense  of  certain  ill  ? 

But  ah  !  no  waking  thought 
Might  shadow  forth  the  change  came  o'er  my  vision. 

A  scene  more  glad  and  fair 

Than  the  islands  blest,  I  saw ; 
Where  grove  and  flowery  plain,  bright  vale  and  hill. 
And  streams  lay  bathed  in  golden  light  serene, 

With  harpings  filled  and  song. 
While  forms  celestial  moved  thro'  mead  and  bowers. 
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What  grief-assuaging  love 

Beamed  in  their  looks  benign  !  [woe  ; 

And,  "  Come,"  tliey  said,  "poor  child  of  dread  and 
Here  rest  thine  aching  brow  in  peace  secure ; 

Here  wait  awhile,  full  soon 
Shall  cease  e'en  memory  of  tears,  for  ever." 

'Tis  past — that  blissful  dream ! 
I  wake,  and  am  alone. 
In  darkness  and  in  silence  desolate 


Are  those  the  lingering  echoes  of  lament, 

Flung  on  the  floating  winds, 
A  drowsy  spell  to  charm  the  ear  of  sorrow  ? 

Murmuring  along  the  shore, 

Unnumbered  billows  sound ; 
Yet,  dost  thou  not,  enthroned  Moon,  look  down. 
Seeming  to  chide  old  ocean's  fond  complaint  ? 

With  ever-placid  sway 
Smiling  cold  patience  on  those  troubled  waters. 

Here,  o'er  the  storm-swept  main 

Stern  rocks  repulsive  frown  ; 
But  far  away,  on  some  fair  southern  shore, 
Even  nowj  perhaps,  beneath  thy  beam  the  waves 

All  gently  ebb  and  flow. 
And  sparkling  on  the  white  strand  dance  and  glisten. 
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Long  sands  and  sheltered  cove 

Their  varying  line  extend, 
And  headlands  dim  in  shadowy  distance  gleam  ; 
While,  more  intense,  yon  silvery  pathway  nears 

The  horizon's  utmost  verge, 
Paving  o'er  glassy  plains  a  road  towards  Heaven. 

Where  tangled  weeds  o'erhans: 

The  rude  cave's  giant  brow, 
Might  mermaid  sit  and  comb  her  pearled  locks ; 
Singing,  the  while,  those  sweet,  bewildering  strains 

Oft  heard,  of  yore,  to  blend 
With  ocean's  chime,  and  balmy  gales  soft  sighing. 

Hark,  how  the  ecstatic  air 

With  harmony  is  ringing  ! 
The  listening  stars  bow  down  their  stedfast  fires, 
Pouring  a  holier  influence  around. 

Ah  me  !  on  magic  ground, 
By  fancy  led,  or  memory  dear,  I  wander. 

Pale  phantoms  of  the  past 

Flit  by  in  changeful  mood — 
Oh,  I  am  mocked  by  thoughts  which  have  no  breath 
In  this  dull  world — hence  is  my  heart  forlorn. 

Tired  spirit,  range  no  more  ; 
Return,  this  shrouded  gloom,  sad  refuge,  seeking  I 
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The  hushed  surge  whispers  low, 

As  panting  for  repose  ; 
My  brain  is  steeped  in  tears — faint  anguish  steals, 
Subduing  sense ;  but  dim  oblivion's  plume 

Droops  heavily  o'er  all • 

Fain  thus  to  fade  in  night  and  endless  quiet. 
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Unveiled  a  vision  of  the  past,  I  saw 

An  old  man,  blind,  witli  silvery-flowing  locks. 

And  countenance  up-raised,  on  whose  broad  front 

Harsh-lined  with  care,  a  twilight  hue  sublime 

Of  contemplation  stedfastly  serene, 

Eedeemed  the  outward  blank.     Beside  him  sat 

Two  maidens  ;  one  from  a  dusk  volume  read 

In  that  pure,  glorious  tongue,  whose  accents  clothed 

Bright  thoughts  of  godlike  intellects  of  yore, 

Then  chosen,  dearer  privilege,  the  news 

Of  man's  redemption  over  earth  to  spread. 

The  other,  with  attentive,  ready  pen, 

Wrote  glowing  words,  which  ever  and  anon 

Their  father  spake,  motioning  with  his  hand 

A  silence  brief     The  three  looked  pale  and  sad ; 

But  0,  how  blest,  I  thought,  in  that  still  air 
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Of  ancient  lore  and  inspiration  high, 

Such  intercliange  of  knowledge  and  sweet  aid, 

Hallowed  by  filial  and  paternal  love  ! 

Alas  !  I  nearer  drew,  no  sound,  no  sign 

Of  love  or  bright  intelligence  was  there  ; 

Dark  as  his  visual  ray,  that  parent  willed 

His  daughters'  mind  to  stagnate  in  the  gloom 

Of  blankest  ignorance  drear  ;  grinding  their  youth 

With  thankless  toil,  to  syllable  strange  signs 

And  sounds  of  meaning  void,  closing  their  hearts 

Against  each  nobler  impulse  kind  and  true; 

Then  left  them  to  the  cruel  world's  wild  ward, 

(Shaming  their  gentle  birth  with  biting  sneer), 

Unfriended,  steeped  in  penury,  obscure. 

E'en  thus  dealt  Milton ;  he  whose  spirit  soared 

Creative  on  imagination's  wing 

Into  eternity,  and  sang  inspired. 

As  with  the  tongae  of  angels,  heaven  his  theme. 

Severe  his  nature,  uncontaminate 

By  soul-debasing  passion's  poison  breath  ; 

Yet  steeled  alike  'gainst  kindly  sympathies, 

True  faith  and  love,  from  paths  of  righteousness 

He  swerved  no  less  than  passion's  meanest  slave. 

Abroad,  of  liberty  and  equal  rights 

Loud-tongued  assertor,  see  him  in  his  home 
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Cold  selfish  despot,  where  he  held  the  power 
And  sacred  trust  to  cherish  and  protect. 
Trampling  on  free  affection,  he  preferred 
A  servile  flatterer's  mercenary  wiles. 
And  was  it  well  for  him  ?     We  ask  not  of 
Futurity,  here  reaped  he  his  reward ; 
His  sightless  age  deserted,  unbeloved, 
Childless  and  joyless,  by  no  evening  glow 
Of  charity  illumed,  but  barren  gleam 
Of  fame  on  his  grand  deathless  memory. 
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MISERERE. 


PSALM   LV. 


Hear  my  prayer,  0  God  of  Heaven  ! 

Turn  not  from  my  suppliant  cry ; 
Hear  me,  see,  how  anguish-riven, 

Vexed  I  mourn,  and  pleading  sigh. 


They  who  hate  me,  fierce  pursuing 
With  railings  loud  and  secret  wrong, 

Conspiring  join  for  my  undoing, 
So  prevail  with  malice  strong. 


They  daily  wrest  my  words'  construction, 
And  with  snares  dissembling  spread, 

Lie  in  wait  for  my  destruction — 
Watch  my  steps  where'er  I  tread. 
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Throbbed  my  heart  in  angiiisli  fearful 
Hope  within  me  died  away ; 

Faint  with  horror,  trembling,  tearful, 
Sank  I  earthward  in  dismay, 

0,  were  mine  the  dove's  fleet  pinion, 
Then,  I  said,  soon  would  I  flee 

Far  away  from  man's  dominion. 
And  at  rest  for  ever  be  ! 


Swift  afar,  where'er  they  bore  me. 

In  the  wilderness  to  hide. 
Safe  from  clouds  and  whirlwinds  stormy 

I  would  haste  and  peaceful  bide. 

Yea,  for  here  are  none  to  pity, 

Day  or  night  is  no  repose  ; 
Wrath  and  hate  dwell  in  the  city, 

Treachery  round  her  ramparts  goes. 

No  foe  declared,  no  adverse  stranger 
Could  on  me  such  dishonour  throw ; 

For  then  I  might  have  shunned  the  danger. 
Then  I  might  have  borne  the  blow. 
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But  t'was  tliou,  compauion  dearest — 
Thou,  mine  own  familiar  friend  ! 

Once  did  we  share  sweet  counsel  nearest, 
Together  in  God's  house  attend. 

God  alone  may  heal  mine  anguish ; 

Morning,  noon-day,  night,  I  pray  ; 
Let  me  not  despairing  languish, 

0  Thou,  my  Hope,  Consoler,  Stay ! 
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LAMENT    OF    LADY    ARABELLA 
STUART,    AT    SEA. 

The  shades  of  night  were  gathering  fast, 

The  restless  waves  grew  dark, 
And  fitfully  the  rising  blast 

Wailed  round  the  lonely  bark  ; 

But  heedless  of  the  night-wind  chill. 

And  dashing  salt  sea-spray. 
On  the  cold  deck  lone  watching  still 

Must  Arabella  stay ; 

And  through  the  gloom  her  sad  eyes  strain 

For  him  who  came  not  near, 
And  weeping  sore,  she  called  in  vain 

On  him  who  could  not  hear : 

The  waters  wide  around  me  roll. 

My  boundless  way  lies  free  ; 

Yet  what  avail  ?  this  captive  soul 

While  more  than  prison-bars  control. 

My  husband,  bound  to  thee. 
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And  wbere  art  tliou  ?  not  yet,  not  yet, 
Thy  promised  sail  appears. 

Couldst  tliou  in  flight  thy  love  forget  ? 

Ah  no  !  by  watchful  foes  beset. 
Far  worse  forebode  my  fears. 

And  should  it  still  thy  portion  be 

In  durance  stern  to  bide. 
Why  do  I  shun  a  like  decree  ? 
Without  thee  whither  should  I  flee. 

This  earth  one  dungeon  wide  ? 


Mine  is  the  cause — for  me  thou'st  dared 

The  tyrant's  coward  rage  ; 
For  my  sad  sake  a  prison  shared, 
And  golden  youth's  fair  prime  impaired, 

My  sorrows  to  assuage. 


Would  we  had  never  met,  to  mourn 

All,  hopeless  lovers  prove ; 
So,  had  I  lived — so,  died  forlorn — 
Nay,  better  had  I  ne'er  been  born, 
A  wretch  'twas  guilt  to  love. 
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An  orphan,  friends  and  kindred  few — 

In  birth  too  near  the  throne, 
Beneath  its  blighting  shade  I  grew, 
No  social  joys  my  spirit  knew, 

That  pined,  midst  crowds,  alone. 

On  all  blest  things  beneath  the  sky 

I  saw  aifection  smile  ; 
But  aye  on  me  the  jealous  eye 
Of  power,  alone  might  I  descry, 

Or  flattery's  hollow  wile. 


That  aching  void — on  every  side 

How  desolate  it  lay ! 
Then  did  I  look  to  Heaven,  and  cried, 
0  Father !  grant  me  here  some  guide, 

My  trembling  steps  to  stay ; 


Or  let  them  leave  this  waste  of  woe, 

Their  home  attained  full  soon. 
Presumptuous  prayer—  I  did  not  know 
What  strength  to  bind  the  heart  below. 
Was  in  that  wished-for  boon. 
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For  Seymour  came ; — his  dark  eye,  fraught 

With  j)ity  evermore, 
Sank  deep  into  my  soul,  and  taught 
The  bliss  in  sympathy  unbought; — 

With  this  came  sweeter  lore. 


Sure,  were  my  love  too  fondly  dear, 

Its  choice  no  weakness  stained. 
Sun  of  my  life,  the  image  clear 
Of  goodness,  courage,  truth  sincere, 
And  gentlest  faith  unfeigned. 


Life's  desert  smiled ;  its  blossoms  fair, 
And  springs  of  joy  'gan  wake — 

How  soon  to  sink  in  ruin  bare ! 

Ah,  cruel  king !  and  couldst  thou  dare 
The  ties  of  Heaven  to  break  ? 


How  may  those  royal  claims  I  hate. 
Alarm  thy  power  confest  ? 

We  envied  not  thy  crown  and  state ; 

Imploring  but  the  exile's  fate. 
On  alien  shores  to  rest. 
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But  yet  he  cometh  not — Ah  me  ! 

The  night  is  well-nigh  done. 
Come,  cold  despair,  my  comfort  be ! 
Distraction  seeks  relief  in  thee. 

Since  prayers  and  tears  have  none. 


Dark  lours  the  sky ;  dark,  dark  below. 

As  frowns  my  doom  of  care, 
The  tossing  waves  dash  to  and  fro  ; 
And  bleak  and  high  the  night-winds  blow. 

Even  like  the  griefs  I  bear. 


But,  not  like  me,  the  rough  sea  keeps 

Still  calm,  they  say,  beneath ; 
There  in  repose  eternal  sleeps, — 
And  fliin  would  I,  within  those  deeps, 
Sink  down  to  quiet  death. 


Thus  all  night  long  she  wept,  she  mourned : 

And  now  the  morning  gray. 
To  the  eastern  gates  of  heaven  returned, 

Stretched  out  their  watery  way. 
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"  Lady,  in  vain  we  linger  here, 

And  danger  chides  delay ; 
The  sky  is  clear,  the  coast  is  near, 

We  must  with  speed  away." 

Yet  stay  awhile,  good  friend,  for  lo, 

The  morning  mists  arise  : 
And  yonder,  see — masts,  sails  gleam  thro'- 
It  nears — his  bark  !  0  say,  'tis  so ! 

Assure  these  tear-  dimmed  eyes. 

"  She  nears  indeed  ;  and  we  may  rue 
Our  bootless  flight  and  tarrying  long." 

The  chase  is  o'er — and  now,  once  more, 
The  princess  pines  in  prison  strong. 

Ah,  hapless  !  yet  one  other  gleam 
Of  gladness  o'er  thee  shone  : 

His  path  lay  free,  whose  weal  to  thee 
Was  dearer  than  thine  own. 

But  who  the  anguish  may  disclose 

Thy  gentle  spirit  knew  ? 
Poor  victim  of  unnumbered  woes. 

Too  tender  and  too  true  ! 
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Unaided,  lielpless,  cruslied,  forlorn, 

With  deathless  love  despair  long  fought ; 

By  never-ceasing  conflicts  torn, 

Till  frenzy  snapped  the  chords  of  thought ; 

Till  death  at  last,  with  lenient  stroke, 
In  mercy  bade  her  sorrows  cease ; 

TTie  oppressor's  bands  for  ever  broke. 
And  closed  her  eyes  in  endless  peace. 

And  now,  within  a  regal  tomb, 

She  sleepeth  well,  her  tyrants  near; 

Till  the  last  day's  eternal  doom 
All  dwellers  in  the  dust  shall  hear. 
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WARKWORTH. 

Day  was  declining  down  the  golden  west, 

On  AV'arkworth's  crested  hill  soft  splendour  lay, 
Autumn's  warm  breath  had  sighed  itself  to  rest 
Glassing  our  watery  way. 

Along  the  legend-liaunted  stream  our  boat 
Scarce  ruffled  the  reflected  heaven  below, 
By  the  pervading  spirit  taught  to  float 
Smoothly,  with  ripple  low. 

Yet  listening  might  you  hear  chafed  ocean  chide 
Beyond  th'  encircling  wooded  heights,  unseen, 
While  fondly  lingered  the  reluctant  tide, 
Its  inland  slopes  between. 

High  o'er  the  eastern  marge  a  castle  stood 

With  keep  and  battlement,  and  archway  grand, 
A  princely  structure  once,  though  long  subdued 
To  Time's  destroying  hand. 

Yet  beautiful,  in  broad  refulgence  glowed 

Red  sunset,  bathing  hall  and  tower  in  light. 
Nor  less  in  the  translucent  crystal  showed 
Their  pictured  reflex  bright. 


WARKWOKTH. 
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There,  once  the  storied  Percy's  ancient  line, 

With  bow  and  spear  held  border- warfare  strong, 
Now,  grey  memorial  of  fierce  feud's  decline 
And  glory  dear  to  song. 

Thus  gliding  on,  the  sunny  banks  were  past, 

The  castle  and  its  image  in  the  flood  ; 
A  deeper  calm  was  o'er  the  stillness  cast. 
Soft  shadows  from  the  wood, 

On  either  side  o'erhanging,  gradual  stole 

Into  a  grave,  sequestered,  hushed  repose, 
Not  gloom  but  sacred  peace,  where  the  sick  soul 
Might  hope  of  ills  the  close. 

And  soon  our  shallop  touched  without  a  shock 

The  moss-grown  brink ;  mid- way  the  cliff,  behold, 
Hollowed  within  the  steep,  obdurate  rock. 
The  hermit's  cell  of  old  ! 

Ascending,  to  the  low-arched  door  we  came, 

O'ershadowed  by  a  beach  tree's  woven  boughs, 
Where  the  world-wearied  man  his  home  did  frame, 
Self-pledged  to  sternest  vows. 
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Here  was  his  hard  couch  on  the  cold  damp  stone, 

And  here  the  chapel  with  its  altar  due, 
Where  thro'  long  hours  of  night  his  vigils  lone 
Each  star  revolving  knew. 

Engraven  o'er  the  narrow  entrance-way, 

An  antique  scroll  in  mouldering  letters  bore  : 
"  My  tears  shall  be  my  food  by  night  and  day ;" 
The  psalmist's  portion  sore. 

And  here,  mysterious  index  of  his  doom, 

A  sculptured  form,  recumbent  at  whose  feet 
Stood  an  armed  knight.     Was  this  the  lady's  tomb  ? 
This  cave  his  last  retreat  ? 

Did  he  cast  off  his  sword  in  warrior-prime, 

Of  yon  proud  towers  the  far-descended  heir. 
To  mourn  a  ceaseless  loss  or  expiate  crime 
In  penitence  and  prayer  ? 

Or  filled  with  high  devotion's  holiest  fire 

Did  he  seek  out  this  undisturbed  abode. 
And  from  the  pomps  and  cares  of  life  retire. 
To  commune  with  his  God  ? 
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More  of  his  name  and  story  none  may  know 

Than  vague  tradition  and  these  walls  attest  j 
But  surely,  whether  for  remorse  or  woe 
Such  sanctuary  were  blest; 

And  blest  the  age  when  fervent  piety 

Still  kept  her   new-trimmed   lamp  so   pure  and 
bright, 
The  spectres  of  despair  and  dread  must  flee 
From  its  celestial  light. 

Now  love  grows  cold  and  faith  doth  dimly  burn, 

The  herd  will  trample  on  the  stricken  hart, 
But  whither  shall  the  harassed  wanderer  turn, 
Where  hide  the  bitter  smart  ? 

Perhaps,  even  here,  a  visionary  hue 

Of  raptured  quiet  ne'er  vouchsafed  on  earth. 
My  soul  from  the  dim  past  and  future  drew, 
Her  refuge  in  life's  dearth. 

0  perfect  scene !     0  hour  of  charmed  repose  ! 

Long  may  thy  changeless  soothing  aspect  beam. 
On  memory's  waste  and  silently  disclose 

What  is  not  all  a  dream. 
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SWISS  soxa. 


To  the  moimtains 

I  repair, 
And  view  around 

The  birds  of  air, 
Here  they're  singing-, 
Here  upspringing. 

Here  soft  nests 

Do  they  j)repare. 

I  stand  awhile 

In  the  garden  fair. 
And  honey-bees 

Are  round  me  there ; 
See,  all  humming. 
Going,  coming. 

Waxen  cells 

They  mould  witli  care. 
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In  the  meadows 
When  I  fare, 

Bright  butterflies 
Flit  here  and  there  ; 

Here  consorting, 

Hovering,  sporting, 
A  lovely  sight 
Beyond  compare. 
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THE  PlIIZE. 

Wandering  in  greenwood, 

I  chanced  to  be  ; 
Nought  was  I  seeking, 

Or  thought  to  see. 

And  lo,  there  a  flowret 
In  the  shade  grew ; 

Little  eyes  sparkling 
Stars  in  deep  blue. 

I  would  have  plucked  it, 
When  soft  it  said : 

Must  I  be  broken 
Only  to  fade  ? 

Then  gently  raising 
The  root  so  small, 

Home  to  my  garden 
I  bore  stem  and  all. 

There,  safely  planted 

In  quiet  bed. 
Leaf  bud  and  blossom 

Flourish  and  spread. 
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THE  WILD-ROSE. 

A  WILD-ROSE  caught  the  youngster's  sight, 

Blooming  in  the  hedgerow ; 
It  was  so  fresh  and  morning-bright, 
He  nearer  drew  with  much  delight. 

To  see  it  all  so  fair  grow. 
0  the  rose,  the  red  red  rose. 

The  red  rose  in  the  hedgerow  ! 

Out  spake  the  boy  :  I'll  gather  thee, 

Wild-rose  in  the  hedge-row. 
Then  said  the  rose,  It  shall  not  be ; 
I'll  prick  till  you  remember  me 

Full  long  with  smart  and  sorrow. 
0  the  rose,  the  red  red  rose. 

The  red  rose  in  the  hedgerow. 

The  heedless  boy,  he  gathered  then 
Tlie  wild-rose  in  the  hedgerow  ; 

The  rose  struck  out  and  pricked_ amain  ; 

But  ah  !  it  must  be  borne— in  vain 
Was  anger  and  was  sorrow. 

0  the  rose,  the  red  red  rose. 
The  red  rose  in  the  hedgerow. 
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NURSERY    VIGILS. 

Now  the  house  lies  fast  asleep, 
The  moon  shines  clear  ; 
Twelve  o'clock  strikes  slow  and  deep  ; 
Hush  my  darling !  do  not  weep, 
I  am  near. 

All  is  still ;  God  watcheth  over ; 

The  clock  strikes  one ; 
A  mouse  creeps  nibbling  under  cover ; 
Sweet  dreams  round  thy  cradle  hover ; 
Sound  is  none. 

Briglit  stars  glitter  in  the  blue 

Great  vault  on  high — 
The  moon  sinks  ;  the  clock  strikes  two — 
They  move  in  silent  order  due 
Down  the  sky. 

The  curtain  stirs,  a  fresh  wind  blows  ; 

The  clock  strikes  three. 
Our  lamp  grows  dim  ;  the  first  cock  crows  ; 
Slumber  on  in  sweet  repose. 
Breathing  free. 
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Swallows  twitter  from  the  eaves  ; 

The  light  dawns  slow ; 
The  clock  strikes  four ;  on  ivy  leaves 
The  dew-drops  shine  ;  the  east  receives 
A  rosy  glow. 

Five  o'clock ;  forth  coroes  the  sun  ; 

Upsprings  the  lark. 
Poultry  cackle  ;  toil's  begun, 
Barn  and  stable-doors  undone, 
House-dogs  bark. 

The  clock  strikes  six ;  a  busy  throng 

Meet  blithsome  morn, 
Creaking  wheels  the  lane  along, 
Ploughman's  whistle,  milk-maid's  song, 
Shepherd's  horn. 

'Tis  seven  ;  awake,  sweet  sleepy  head, 

Unclose,  blue  eyne ! 
Thank  God,  through  night's  dark  hours  who 

shed 
Peaceful  blessing  round  thy  head, 
Darlintr  mine ! 
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THE    TWO   LAMENTS. 

Over  a  new-made  grave  a  maiden  tender 
Planted,  with  tears  and  prayer  a  poplar  slender. 

Grow,  grow,  fair  tree,  she  said, 

Lift  to  the  stars  thy  head. 

Where  dwells  unseen  my  love. 

Rise,  ever  rise  above ! 

Let  every  branch  aspire. 
As  do  mine  arms,  mine  eyes. 
Till  with  my  soul's  desire. 
Thy  summit  mounting  higher 
Be  hidden  in  the  skies. 
0  poplar,  on  this  loved  mound  ever  show 
A  faithful  emblem  of  my  love  and  woe. 

Over  a  new-made  grave  a  lover  bending, 
A  willow  planted,  every  leaf  down-tending. 

Droop  low  and  weep,  he  said, 

Above  my  blue-eyed  maid, 

Sad  tree  still  earthward  bow. 

As  doth  my  spirit  now. 


10-t  THE    TWO    LAMENTS. 

Droop  till  thy  verdant  tresses 
The  hallowed  cold  turf  sweep, 
Mingling  their  light  caresses 
With  these  my  fond  lip  presses, 
Where  my  adored  doth  sleep. 
0  willow,  on  this  loved  mound  shalt  thou  grow, 
A  faithful  emblem  of  my  love  and  woe. 
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THE    WIND'S    MESSAGE. 

Go,  gentle  wind, 

Swift  o'er  the  sea, 
Till  thou  a  maiden  find, 

Sad  as  sad  may  be. 
Who  long  hath  wept  and  sorrowed  silently. 

Go,  gentle  wind. 

Haste  o'er  the  waters  free. 

And  tidings  bring 

That  maiden  fair, 
(Thou'lt  know  her  by  a  ring 

She  still  doth  wear, 
A  ring  engraven  with  a  dove, 

I  gave  in  secret  grove. 
Then  left  her  weeping  there). 

Say,  o'er  the  main 

Sailing  I  come, 
Never  to  roam  again 

From  her  and  home  ; 
Her  cottage  window  holds  a  myrtle  spray. 

And  thou  in  passing  say. 
Myrtle  spring  forth  and  bloom ! 
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The  light  wind  arose, 

And  the  cot  he  drew  near, 
Where  the  green  myrtle  g-rows  ; 

Then  whispered  clear  : 
Tell  me,  dwelleth  a  maiden  here, 

On  whose  finger  shows 
A  dove  on  a  ring  so  dear  ? 

For  tidings  glad 

I  bring  her  true, 
Soothing  her  spirit  sad 

With  joy  anew. 
And  thou,  spring  forth  and  bloom  apace, 

The  marriage-crown  to  grace, 
I'll  join  the  dance  with  you. 

No  more  the  maid 

Mourns  here,  0  wind ! 
'Neath  the  dark  yew  shade 

Her  pillow  find ; 
All  tears  spent,  her  last  wreath  twined. 

There  dance,  but  leave  unsaid 
What  gladdens  not  the  dead. 
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HEINE. 

Thou  lovely  fisher-maiden 
Draw  in  thy  boat  to  land  ; 

Come  hither  and  sit  beside  me, 
Thy  hand  within  my  hand. 

Lay  thy  dear  head  on  my  bosom, 

And  be  not  so  afraid ; 
Do'st  thou  not  fearless  daily 

Trust  thee  to  ocean  dread  ? 

My  heart  is  like  the  ocean, 

Hath  storms  and  ebb  and  flow. 

And  pearls  of  purest  lustre 
Full  many  lie  below. 
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The  quiet  moon  hath  risen, 
On  the  sea  her  beams  are  cast ; 

My  arm  is  round  my  darling, 
Our  hearts  beat  full  and  fast. 

Alone  with  her  how  peaceful 
Upon  the  lonely  strand- 
Why  list  the  wind's  wild  whisper  ? 
Whom  beckons  thy  white  hand  ? 

'Tis  not  the  winds  that  whisper, 
'Tis  the  sea-maiden's  sono-  • 

'Tis  my  sisters ;  in  the  deep  sea 
They  have  been  buried  long. 


luy 


I  stood  before  lier  picture, 
And  gazed  in  dreamy  woe, 

And  tlie  dear  features  wondrously 
With  life  began  to  glow. 

I  saw  on  lier  lips  so  lovely 
A  smile  mysterious  rise, 
And  tears  of  gentle  sorrow 
Seemed  glistening  in  her  eyes. 

Tears  bathed  my  pale  cheeks  also, 
And  still  must  they  flow  on — 

And  oh !  I  cannot  yet  believe 
Thou  art  for  ever  gone  ! 


JIU 


See  the  silver  moon's  reflexion, 

Trembling-  on  the  waters  wild, 
While  above,  through  heaven's  blue  pathway 

Still  she  moves  serene  and  mild. 

Thus,  beloved,  serene  thou  movest 

Ever  calm,  while  in  my  breast 
Trembles  still  thy  dear  reflexion 

With  mine  own  heart's  wild  unrest. 


Ill 


What  have  you  been  doing  this  summer  night  ? 

The  flowers  are  half  out  of  their  senses ; 

The  violet  shrinks  to  the  ground  with  affright, 

The  roses,  all  flame,  are  blushing  with  shame, 

And  the  lilies  are  staring  and  trembling  death 

white ; 

Then  say  what  the  ofience  is. 

0  dearest  moon !  what  a  tender  race 
These  flowers  must  be !  they  had  reason ; 

1  was  wrong  I  confess,  but  how  could  I  guess 
They  were  listening  while  to  the  stars  above 
I  told  the  tale  of  my  burning  love? 

And  that  was  all  my  treason. 
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There  was  an  ancient  king, 

His  heart  was  care-worn,  grey  his  head ; 
And  alas  !  the  poor  old  king 

Would  a  young  maiden  wed. 

And  a  handsome  page  was  there, 

With  golden  locks  and  gladsome  mien, 

The  silken  train  to  bear 
After  the  fair  young  queen. 

You  know  the  sad  old  story 
How  sweetly  it  rings  evermore ; 

So  well  they  loved  each  other, 
They  both  must  die  therefore. 
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I  wept  as  I  lay  dreaming, 

For  I  dreamt  thou  wert  no  more  ; 
I  woke  and  with  tender  sorrow 

Mine  eyes  were  filled  therefore. 

I  wept  as  I  lay  dreaming, 

For  I  dreamt  thou  wert  false  to  me  ; 
I  woke  and  my  tears  were  streaming 

Full  fast  and  bitterly. 

I  wept  as  I  lay  dreaming. 

For  I  dreamt  thou  loved'st  me  yet ; 
0  the  anguish  of  that  waking 

I  never  may  forget. 
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ACT  I. 

Chorus  of  Nymphs  Returned  from  Hunting. 

We  roused  tlie  wild  boar  in  forest  deep, 
And  over  the  mountains  bare  and  steep 
We  woke  the  echoes  at  dewy  morn 
With  cry  of  hounds  and  the  cheerful  horn. 
Rejoice,  rejoice,  for  victory  won ! 
Our  foe  is  fallen,  our  chase  is  done. 
Hail,  Artemis  !  to  thee  we  raise 
The  joj^ful  shout,  the  hymn  of  praise. 
0  never  from  this  fiivoured  isle. 
Fair  huntress-queen,  withdraw  thy  smile ; 
Not  for  Ida's  wooded  brow, 
Nor  Cythasron's  hill  of  snow  ; 
Nor  Cynthus'  sea-o'ershadowing  height 
Where  palm  and  laurel-boughs  unite. 
Twin  emblems  of  the  birth  divine, 
To  decorate  thy  spotless  shrine. 

In  vain  thy  steps  invite 
Heaven-loved  Taygeta  and  Eurota's  shore. 
These  hills  and  pleasant  valleys  please  thee  more. 
0  from  Anaurus'  rock  tormented  stream 
Hither  guide  thy  goldea-antlered  team. 
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Daug'litor  of  Jove  !  to  thee  belong 

This  garland  and  triumphant  song. 

When  held  at  bay  the  bristling  boar, 

His  tusks  bedropt  with  foam  and  gore, 

His  red  eye  kindling  sparks  of  fire, 

Ah  !  who  might  face  his  dreadful  ire  ? 

Harmless  the  gLancing  javelin  flies, 

The  brave  hound  torn  and  bleeding  lies, 

But  see,  the  monster  reels — he  dies  ! 

The  fatal  stroke  hath  reached  his  heart, 

Thy  gift,  the  inevitable  dart 

With  triumph  crowns  the  chosen  one, 

Newly  to  thy  service  won  ; 

The  fiiir-tressed  maiden,  with  her  deep  blue  eye, 

Darkly  bright  as  midnight's  starry  sky. 

Whence,  0  stranger,  art  thou  come, 
Eubcea's  sea- washed  wilds  to  roam? 
Thy  glorious  race  those  regions  hold 
For  wisdom  most  renowned  of  old. 
Breathing  the  purple  air  divine. 
Where  the  Pierian  maidens  nine. 
With  golden-haired  Harmonia  dwell ; 
And  rose-crowned  Cypris,  poets  tell, 
Quaffs  fair-faned  Cephisus'  springs. 
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Fragrance  from  lier  tresses  shaking, 
All  the  land  to  joy  awaking, 
She  the  loves  and  graces  brings ; 
Wisdom's  best  companions  they, 
Aiding  virtue's  arduous  way. 

Yet  even  there  might  Sorrow  come. 
And  darken  all  the  rosy  hours  ; 
Breathing  a  blight  upon  the  flowers. 
Her  chill  sighs  withered  bud  and  bloom, 

And  blotted  out  day's  cheerful  rays  ; 

Biit  here  where  no  familiar  ways 
Are  shadowed  by  memorial  gloom. 
Here  may  the  wanderer  lift  her  eyes 
From  tears  absolved  to  stainless  skies, 
While  from  our  mountains  fresh  winds  blow 
To  April  bloom  her  cheek  of  snow. 
And  thou,  0  guardian  goddess,  heavenly  maid, 
Our  choral  lays  accept,  vouchsafe  thy  sovereign  aid! 

Scene  I.     A  scattered  Grove. 
Procris  and  Euclea. 

PROCRIS. 

Tired  with  the  noontide  glare  what  joy  to  breathe 
The  cooler  air  beneath  these  beech-wood  shades ; 
And  sweet  the  viewless  music  lightly  flung 
On  the  unruffled  quietness  around. 
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EUCLEA. 

Here  let  ns  rest,  where  spreading  laurels  crown 
The  th^^me-besprinlded  bank,  from  heat  secure. 
Cool  breezes  wander  through  the  verdurous  screen 
Of  vine  and  sweet-brier  interlaced,  where  yet 
Lingers  the  dew  of  dawn,  and  here  and  there 
The  intruding  sun  a  golden  network  flings 
Upon  the  chequered  tiu'f ;  while  gushing  bright 
Below  the  fresh  stream  leaps  with  gladdening  sound. 
Thine  were  the  honours  of  this  morning's  chase, 
The  triumph  and  the  spoil ;  yet  art  thou  sad — 
O'erspent  and  faint  with  unaccustomed  toil ; 
Or,  mid  our  green  abodes  and  quiet  glades. 
Dost  thou  regret  Athena's  far-famed  towers, 
And  royal  state  ? 

PROCRIS. 

Ko,  not  my  father's  halls, 
Kor  the  olive  grove  where  cool  Ilissus  glides, 
My  sighs  awaken — vacant  now  and  drear 
Youth's  loved  resorts  ;  but  with  their  memory 
Wan  phantoms  of  sepulchred  joys  arise, 
And  unconjured  woes,  that  thus  constrain 
My  darkened  thoughts  to  cast  a  languisht  hue 
On  mirth  they  never  more  may  share.      For  me 
The  smile  hath  faded  from  earth's  altered  brow. 
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EUCLEA. 

Alas  !  that  sorrow  sliould  usurp  such  j^ower, 
Sole  durable  below.     Clouds  come  and  go, 
Morn  follows  night,  and  sunshine  after  rain, 
And  can  it  be  that  no  succeeding  sun 
May  cheer  the  heart  once  wrapt  in  timeless  gloom  ? 

PROCKIS. 

To   you,  thrice   happy   children  of  these  shades, 
Grief  must  seem  strange,  and  passion  like  some  tale 
Of  other  times,  to  wonder  at  securely. 
So  tranquilly  glide  past  the  sunny  hours 
On  downy  wings,  unruffled  by  a  storm. 
Soothing  the  heart,  laid  waste  and  desolate. 
Even  to  forgetfulness — I  feel  like  one, 
Escaped  from  conflict  late,  with  opiates  lulled, 
Who  dreaming  walks  in  bliss  ;  yet  ever  bears 
The  faint  dull  anguish  of  the  unconscious  wound. 

EUCLEA. 

Time   and  medicinal   balms  worst  wounds   may 
heal. 
And  know,  dear  Procris,  that  our  huntress  queen 
All  care  and  dark  annoy  forbids  to  lurk 
Within  the  sacred  cincture  of  this  isle ; 
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The  life-disi^ensin^  gales  from  hill  or  sea 

Waft  health  and  freedom  on  their  course,  that  drive 

Afar  pale  sloth,  with  pining  discontent, 

The  nurse  of  many  an  ill.     At  blush  of  morn, 

Roused  by  the  early  lark,  while  scarce  the  sun 

Tinges  the  tall  tree-tops,  o'er  dewy  grass. 

Thro'  the  long  level  shadows  we  pursue 

In  forest,  or  on  plain,  or  upland  steep. 

The  ardent  chase  untired.     In  leafy  bowers 

All  thro'  the  summer  night  we  sweetly  sleep. 

Cradled   'mong   blossoms,    hushed   by   whispering 

sounds. 
Like  spirit-voices  mingling  in  mid  air. 
And  when  the  .sullen  blasts  of  winter  howl. 
In  moss-lined  cave,  warmed  by  the  fragrant  pine. 
At  loom  or  distaff  set  our  pleasant  toil. 
Or  weaving  prey-ensnaring  nets,  we  pass 
The  brief  not  gloomy  hours,  full  well  beguiled 
With  song  and  gay  discourse,  or  ancient  lore. 
Thus  do  the  various  seasons,  as  they  roll, 
Lead  on  a  circle  just  of  meet  employ, 
Joys  alway  new,  and  peace  that  knows  no  change. 
For  neither  sordid  gain,  fallacious  love. 
Nor  their  worse  parasite — domestic  strife, 
Close-cleaving  mischief —ever  dare  disturb 
Our  blithe  content. 
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PROCRIS. 

Must  love  abjured  be  '^ 
Here,  wliere  duU-tliouglited  care  and  turmoil  rude 
No  entrance  find,  and  bounteous  Nature  smiles. 
How  blest  would  be  liis  reign,  serene  and  pure. 
Here,  where  all  things  his  wondrous  power  declare — 
From  tree,  and  flower,  and  fount,  seems  menace 

breathed 
To  rebel  pride.     The  laurel  overhead. 
Whose  unblenched  verdure  still  resisteth  well 
Far-darting  Phoebus,  warns  from  Daphne's  scorn ; 
And  tremulous  reeds,  that  sigh  along  the  brook. 
Tell  to  each  vagrant  wind  poor  Syrinx'  story. 

EUCLEA. 

Therefore  we  banish  him  ;  for  all  the  ill 
These  witness  he  hath  done.     Not  me  with  dread 
Inspire  these  everlasting  monuments 
Of  chaste  renown.     They  are  not  dead — they  lie 
On  earth's  green  bosom,  lovely  and  beloved; 
The  vernal  gales,  the  dews  of  heaven  renew 
Their  ever  flourishing  youth,  imbued  with  grace 
Of  harmony  or  fragrance.     I  gaze  on  them, 
And  feel  my  bosom  glow  with  higher  faith. 
To  spurn  the  boy-god's  frivolous  snare— ensured 
Against  the  worst  rage  of  brute-serablaut  man. 
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PROCRIS. 


0  peace,  my  Enclea !  fearest  thou  not  to  rouse 
Their  vengeance  whom  thou  rashly  dost  contemn  ? 
Venus  endures  no  slight ;  and  I  have  heard 
Of  frenzies  fearful,  irresistible. 
The  ministers  of  her  wrath. 


EUCLEA. 

Justice  avert 
That  ever  I  accuse  the  powers  divine, 
Or  meditate  unawed  their  mysteries. 
I  somewhat  dread — yet  steadfastly  conclude 
No  evil  influences  can  touch  the  soul. 
Not  first  by  wilful  negligence  laid  bare. 
Or  pride  unseemly.     Heaven's  favours  wait 
On  the  pure  will,  like  winged  handmaidens. 
Arraying  it  in  strength.     From  human  lips 
This  counsel  sprang  not — thou  hast  heard,  my  sire 
From  an  immortal  mother  drew  his  birth — 
Acasta,  daughter  of  Oceanus  ; 
Who,  in  a  cavern  by  the  observant  deep, 
Nursed  him  with  honey,  and  the  golden  fruit 
Hesperian  gardens  yield,  and,  as  he  grew. 
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His  mind  with  heavenly  wisdom  stored  ;  but  she, 
When  the  new  race  of  Jove  reigned  prevalent 
Over  mid  sky,  and  the  time-honoured  sons 
Of  Titan  fell,  his  sovereign  anger  dared. 
Leaving  her  coral  halls  beneath  the  waves. 
To  visit  with  her  sister  train,  and  soothe 
The  afflictions  of  Prometheus  wise,  stretched  out 
And  tortured  on  for  Scythia's  iron  rock. 
Therefore  the  Thunderer  hurled  her  down,  forbade 
To  breathe  henceforth  the  upper  air.     But  still 
Her  holy  precepts  in  our  memories  glow. 
By  these  instructed,  I  have  learned  to  shun 
Each  passion's  fierce  extreme  ;  to  reverence 
The  givers  of  all  earthly  good,  but  pray 
Only  for  innocence,  for  health,  and  peace. 


PROCRIS. 

Priceless  the  knowledge  evil  to  avoid. 
And  choose  the  golden  mean,  while  yet  untaught 
By  harsh  experience,  even  of  other's  woe. 
Hark,  how  lamenting  from  yon  beechen  copse, 
The  nightingale  her  lonely  descant  pours. 
Remembering  too  well  my  race's  wrongs  ! 
I  saw  Pandion's  hoary  locks  brought  low 
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Witli  anguish  for  his  hapless  children's  doom, 
And  still,  at  noon,  or  eve,  or  midnight  dim. 
Those  plaintive  notes  bring  hack  thro'  time's  eclipse 
The  image  of  his  age's  agony. 
And  grief-raised  tomb. 

EUCLEA. 

Cruel  their  destiny ; 
But  oh  I  believe  that  now  they  mourn  no  more. 
No  more  of  sorrow  Philomela  sings 
Tliroughout  sweet  summer  hours,  the  woods  among. 
From  life's  racked  fever  free  ;  but  tenderness 
And  rapture  tune  her  throat,  plunging  at  will 
Mid  multitudinous  boughs  and  shadows  green. 
Thou  too  shalt  smile  and  join  our  carols  gay, 
Past  ills  forgotten  quite.     But  I  must  hence. 
And  gather  from  the  meads,  my  promised  task, 
Deep-glowing  roses,  lilies  fair  and  wan. 
Narcissus,  stooping  o'er  the  glassy  stream. 
The  dark-tressed  hyacinth,  and  fragrant  pink. 
To  form  a  garland  for  our  shepherd  train. 
Who  to  the  bounteous  river-god,  at  eve, 
"Would  dedicate  a  votive  coronal, 
For  plenty's  blessings  on  their  pastures  showered. 
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Say,  wilt  thou  join  us  at  the  fountain-head, 
Ere  seeks  the  travelled  bee  her  waxen  cell, 
Or  sleepy  flowers  shut  up  their  tearful  eyes  ? 


PROCRIS. 


No,  not  to-night, — bear  with  me,  kindest  maid 
I  cannot  come. 


EUCLEA. 

Ev'n  as  thou  wilt :  farewell. 


J 


PROCRIS    (alone). 

'Tis  vain — I  have  no  portion  in  their  mirth, 
Nor  in  my  desolation  they.     All  things 
That  frame  their  happiness  but  feed  my  woes,— 
The  murmuring  rivulet,  the  sighing  breeze, 
The  rustling  leaf,  the  song  of  sweetest  birds, 
And  insect  hum — repeat :  for  ever  gone  ! — 
The  chords  responsive,  here.     Joyless  I  move, 
A  breathing  cenotaph  of  one  without 
A  grave ; — alive,  perchance,  though  dead  to  me. 
0  Cephalus,  where  art  thou?  wherefore  thus 
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Hast  thou  forsaken  me  and  left  forlorn  ? 

I  have  sought  for  thee  wherever  foot  of  man 

Hath  trod,  and  wildly  rent  the  desert  air, 

"While  Echo  idly  mocked  my  call  for  thee. 

Wood-nymphs  have  heard  the  voice  of  my  lament, 

But  knew  not  of  thy  doom,  and  naiads  cold 

Say  that  no  tidings  reached  their  crystal  cells, 

When  thou  didst  vanish  from  the  world,  and  left 

No  trace  behind.     On  earth  my  search  is  vain. — 

Might  I  explore  the  fearful  realms  below, 

Where  Pluto  holds  his  reign  o'er  shadows  wan ! 

If  thou  wert  there — but  ah  !  what  tongue  miofht  dare 

Invoke  the  secrets  of  hell's  dark  abyss  ? 

It  may  be  done ;  for  yestermorn  I  met 

One  whose  dread  spells  control  the  wandering  moon, 

And  i^hantoms  start  to  hear  on  Acheron's  shore. 

She  came  from  Thessaly,  and  therefore  first 

I  lent  attentive  ear  to  her  discourse. 

That  with  memorial  of  my  husband's  home 

And  lineage  was  enriched.     Then  did  she  speak 

Mysteriously  of  aid,  I  fear,  unhallowed. 

Though  to  a  hallowed  end ;  and  bade  me  seek 

At  noon  of  night,  alone  and  unespied, 

Her  gloomy  cavern  in  the  forests'  dejDths. 

What  sights,  what  sounds,  beneath  its  horrid  brow 
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My  spirit  may  appal  ?  I  will  not  shrink, 
But  love-directed  and  love-sanctioned  go, 
And  learn  whatever,  guiltless,  I  may  know. 


Scene  II. —  The  Palace  of  Aurora. 

CEPHALUS. 

0  Sleep,  how  hath  thy  pleasing  magic  rapt 
My  senses  in  brief  transport !  blest  art  thou, 
Borne  on  whose  airy  pinion  I  have  traced 
Once  more  familiar  scenes.     Sweet  accents  dear 
Fell  once  more  on  mine  ear,  and  over  me, 
Methought,    there    leaned   the   lovely   well-known 

form; 
But  oh !  how  swift  it  melted  from  my  sight, 
And  all  the  fond  illusion  passed  away, 
A  pageant  of  desire.     Only  in  dreams 

1  breathe  a  conscious  life — awake,  my  nature 
Seems  strange  unto  itself,  where  it  not  finds 
Affinity  without.     Resplendent  courts, 

Ye  fanes  and  temples  of  pure  light  cterne, 
Spurn  not  your  pavements,  star-inlaid,  the  worm 

K 
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Whose  gross  mortality  of  clay  jorofanes 

Your  air-wove  sanctuary  ?     How  beautiful 

Ye  rise,  in  glory  unimaginable  ! 

Pillars  and  long  arcades  and  stately  domes 

Each  part  like  molten  gold,  or  lucid  pearl, 

Needing  no  outward  ray;  but  all  informed 

As  with  interior  light,  mild  splendour  shed, 

Shadeless  yet  soft.     The  ambrosial  atmosphere. 

Bound  by  no  azure  vault,  fades  far  above, 

Translucent  amber,  whither  fancy  soars. 

Till  lost  and  in  infinity  absorbed. 

But  here,  where  gods  might  dwell  in  bliss,  I  feel 

My  being  hath  no  part— nay,  less  than  man. 

From  freedom  duty  and  affection  severed, 

I  waste  in  sloth,  an  alien  and  a  slave. 

Enter  Aurora. 

Over  the  wide  empyreal  plain 
My  milk-white  steeds,  with  flowing  mane. 
Swiftly  my  spangled  chariot  drew. 
Scattering  roses  as  they  flew ; 
Yet  chiding  their  perverse  delay, 
Tedious  I  deemed  the  accustomed  way; 
And  now,  my  task  completed,  I  am  come 
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To  greet  thee,  mortal,  in  thy  new-won  home ; 
But  gloom  sits  on  thy  hrow  and  late  regret — 
How  hast  thou  lonely  mused  since  last  we  met  ? 
I  bade  the  obsequious  Hours  thy  path  attend, 
And  fresh  delights  with  every  moment  blend,  — 
Show  where  th'  unfading  purple  flowers  of  morn 
Lie  richly  heaped  in  many  a  fragrant  urn, 
And  fountains,  from  whose  never-failing  store 
O'er  earth  and  sky  reviving  dews  I  pour. 
These  thou  regardest  not — then  follow  me, 
And  I  will  bring  thee  where  the  sisters  three, 

Star-vestured,  weave  the-  web  of  destiny, 
While  the  celestial  spheres  sing  to  their  toil. 
And  half  the  sternness  of  their  looks  beguile — 

With  sweet  enfolded  harmony  ; 
Such  as  earth-fostered  thouo'ht  or  vision  ne'er 
Might  compass,  thou — of  men — alone  shalt  hear. 

CEPHALUS. 

Most  glorious  of  Heaven's  offspring,  brightest  queen  I 
Ah  !  wherefore  wouldst  thou  lavish  on  my  head 
Favours  unmerited  ?     It  is  unmeet 
That  one  of  perishable  mould  presume 
On  Fate's  dread  mysteries  to  gaze. 

K  2 
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AURORA. 

But  I 
Have  privilege  to  stay  the  darts  of  Death, 
And  to  ethereal  essence  turn  the  tide 
Corruptible  in  thy  veins  ;  so  great  my  love. 
Then  do  not  thou,  beloved,  reject  the  boons, 
It  fain  would  shower  unmeasured,  unrequited ; 
Bat  by  thy  free  acceptance  overpaid. 

CEPHALUS. 

Nor  this  do  I  desire  : — to  drag  through  time 
Interminable  life,  inglorious. 
My  station  would  not  be  among  the  gods, 
Nor  yet  with  men  who  have  attained  the  crown 
Of  immortality  by  loftiest  deeds. 
First  suffer,  great  Aurora,  my  descent 
Once  more  to  native  earth ;  so  might  I  seek 
By  toils  and  high  endeavour,  from  renown, 
(Not  as  the  minion  of  brief  fantasy). 
My  title  to  the  skies  ;  else,  unrepining. 
To  mix  with  kindred  dust  in  last  repose. 

AURORA. 

Too  long  have  I,  degenerate,  sealed  mine  eyes 
Against  these  signs  of  thy  injurious  scorn ! 
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No  love  of  virtuous  fame,  nor  to  be  called 
A  benefactor  of  thy  race,  inflames 
Thy  spirit  false,  whose  base  affections  cling 
To  old  delights  ;  and  for  a  thing  of  dust 
Doth  spurn  and  sicken  at  celestial  bliss. 

CEPHALUS. 

Pardon  my  madness — deem  it  not  a  crime 
If  even  here  my  heart  the  impress  retains 
Of  human  vows  and  hallowed  ties  below. 
Could  I  forget,  and  all  my  senses  bathe 
In  nectared  ease  and  joy,  sure,  to  the  throne 
Of  highest  Jove  ascending,  tears  and  sighs 
From  my  deserted  love  would  pierce  his  ear, 
And  call  down  vengeance  on  the  perjurer's  head. 
Thou  hast  exalted  me  to  higher  spheres. 
And  torn  me  from  the  sight  of  former  treasures ; 
But  none  may  sever  faith's  enduring  bond. 

AURORA. 

Cease  thy  complaints,  ingrate ;  thou  shalt  return 
To  thy  loved  Procris, — soon,  or  I  mistake. 
To  rue  this  parting,  and  thy  credulous  trust. 
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CEPHALUS. 

Be  not  offended,  goddess  ! 

AURORA. 

Fear  thou  nought — 
Mine  anger  shall  not  harm  thee. 

CEPHALUS. 

Do  not  deem 
Ungrateful  him  thine  humblest  worshijoper ; 
Though  much  unworthy  of  thy  least  regard. 

AURORA. 

Enough  ;  I  know  love  is  more  powerful 
Than  gratitude.     In  my  transported  mind 
For  thy  like  frenzy  best  excuse  I  find. 


Scene    III.  A    dark    Forest— The   Entrance   of 

a  Cave. 

Enter  Procris. 

This  is  the  cave — within  this  savage  glen 

The  sorceress  lurks.     How  dreadful  is  the  place, 

"Well-suiting  deeds  of  horror !     Oh !  I  sink — 
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My  trembling  limbs  fail  of  their  use,  faint  sickness 
Dims  every  sense  and  chokes  my  laboring  breath. 
Yet  having  so  far  ventured,  scarce  may  worse 
My  startled  sight  appal.     How  came  I  hither — 
Perplexed   thro'   thickening  glooms    and    tangled 

brakes, 
Unless  by  supernatural  guidance  led  ? 
I  know  some  fearful  things  were  in  my  path ; 
The  wind  moaned  heavily,  as  it  were  laden 
With  strange  unearthly  warnings  ominous  ; 
Fantastic  shapes  rose  hideous  through  the  dusk. 
And  rustling  sounds  crept  ever  by  my  side. — 
I  will  not  think  of  it,  lest  my  brain  madden. 
The  moon  is  low,  and  gathering  clouds  o'erheap 
Her  pallid  aspect,  as  to  shield  it  from 
Approaching  wrong.     0  awful  deity ! 
Triform  Diana,  thou  who  bearest  rule 
On  earth,  in  heaven,  and  in  the  shades  below ! 
Look  down  propitious  !  lawful  be  the  charm. 
By  which  I  dare  invoke  thy  sovereign  aid. 
Shall  I  approach?  The  giant  frowning  rock 
My  entrance  seems  to  tlireaten — is  not  that 
A  lurid  flame  glows  from  its  dismal  jaws  ? 
Beyond,  a  shadowy  form  hovers  obscure. 
Majestic  Juno,  queen  of  holy  vows, 
Protect  thy  votaress  now  ! 
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[T/ie  Sorceress  speaks  from  the  cavern. 

SORCERESS. 

Enter,  thou  wlio  wouldst  presume 
To  search  the  secrets  of  the  tomb. 
Speak  thy  will :  shall  I  compel 
Souls  that  are  at  rest  to  tell 
Who  among  their  ranks  doth  dwell  ? 
Or  call  up  him  thy  face  before, 
Whom  thy  wasting  tears  deplore  ? 

PROCRIS. 

Might  I  behold,  and  join  my  fate  with  his ! 

\_She  goes  in. 

SORCERESS. 

It  shall  be  done ;  cast  off  thy  fear. 
Now  the  ajjpointed  hour  draws  near, 
The  night  is  silent,  the  forest  sleeps. 
Mid  clouds  the  moon  wide  vigil  keeps. 
Be  silent,  thou  j  attend  with  awe  ; 
Her  listening  orb  doth  nearer  draw. 

{The  Satyr  appears  from  the  side  at  which 
Procris  entered,  ami  looks  in  from  behind 
the  rock. 
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SATYR. 


Tlirongh  briery  walks,  through  the  dews  of  night, 
Closely  I've  tracked  the  trembler's  flight : 
The  screech-owrs  wings  flapped  over  her  head  ; 
But  she  heeded  it  not  as  she  onward  sped. 
On  her  shivering  neck  my  breath  was  playing — 
She  felt  it, — nor  turned,  her  course  delaying. 
I've  tracked  her  well  to  the  witch's  den, 
Of  gods  accurst,  abhorred  of  men ; 
"What  hellish  rite  should  they  be  about  ? 
ril  watch  and  wait  till  she  cometh  out. 

SORCERESS. 

'Tis  time,  'tis  time ;  the  fiend-fire  burns  ; 

Now  the  mystic  offerings  bring. 
To  livid  hue  the  red  flame  turns, 

While  the  sacred  salt  I  fling. 
Next  meal  from  altar  stolen  scatter ; 
Lo,  the  embers  hiss  and  spatter. 
As  thick  drops  of  human  gore, 
Hecate,  to  thee  I  pour. 
Hecate,  propitious  thou 
To  mine  incantation  bow  ; 
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And  incline  the  iron  ear 

Of  hell's  stern  king  my  suit  to  hear, 

And  throw  wide  its  portals  drear ; 

And  bid  the  disembodied  sprite 

At  my  summons  stand  in  sight. 

By  Tisiphone's  dire  snakes, 

By  the  red  torch  Alecto  shakes, 

By  Cerberus'  triple-throated  yell, 

And  Chimsera,  monster  fell. 

And  by  Proserpine's  fair  face. 

Ivory  throne  and  sceptred  grace, 

Cephalus,  my  spell  obey  ! 

On  thee  I  call,  make  no  delay. 

If  thou  art  of  yon  viewless  band. 

Arise,  appear  at  my  command !     [A  pause. 

They  hear  me,  but  they  answer  not ; 
Mine  invocation  is  too  light. 

Ye  demons,  have  ye  then  forgot 
Who  shall  compel  in  your  despite  ? 

Tremble,  lest  the  dreadfal  word 

At  which  the  vast  abyss  is  stirred 
My  furious  voice  proclaim  ! 
Must  I  pronounce  the  name 

Never  yet  from  mortal  heard ! 
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Hell's  deepest  cavern, 

The  Stj^gian  lake, 
Nor  the  fiery  flood 

Where  the  guilty  quake, 
Nor  Pluto's  throne  shall  be  a  refuge  found. 

Reluctant  phantom,  hear ! 

Hear,  and  appear, 
Or  thunders  forth  the  irrevocable  sound. 

[  Cries  and  sounds  of  lamentation  are  heard 
as  in  the  distance.     The  Sorceress  turns  to 
Frocris.'] 
Is  it  enough  ? 

PROCRIS. 

0  Cephalus ! 
If  thou,  indeed,  art  of  the  invisible  throng 
Whose  awful  presence  fills  the  thrilling  air. 
Oh !  hear  me,  answer  me !  by  our  past  loves, 
By  all  I  have  endured ;  only  appear, — 
Give  but  some  sign  that  all  is  not  forgot : 
Fearless  I'll  follow  thee,  and  undismayed 
Seek  out  thy  shadowy  form  in  yon  dim  land 
Where  spirits  glide  serene ;  or  in  the  flood 
Of  Lethe  cold  my  sorrows  drown  for  ever. 

[^1  voice  is  heard  in  the  air,  singing. 
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VOICE. 

Rash  inquirer,  call  no  more 

On  him  who  cannot  hear  thy  mournin<i- ; 
In  vain,  unblest,  wouldst  thou  explore 

Regions  whence  is  no  returning  ; 
Whom  thou  seekest  doth  earth  contain, 
And  on  earth  ye  meet  again. 
Wild  the  wish,  and  sad  the  doom. 
That  led  thee  to  the  Sorceress'  home, 
With  unholy  charm  molesting 

The  ancient  realms  of  quiet  sleep — 
Soon  from  all  earth's  troubles  resting 

Thou  must  seek  you  mansions  deep. 
Now  depart ;  in  silence  cease. 
Vex  no  more  our  chartered  peace. 

[^4  hollow  mind  sweejys  heamly  through  the  cavern,  and 
thejire  and  Sorceress  disappear.  Procris  rushes 
out. 

PROCRIS. 

Oh,  horrible  ! 

'Tis  past,  again  I  breathe 
The  fresh,  pure  air. — Said  not  the  spirit  voice, 
He  lives  ?     I  am  content. 

[_The  Satyr  steals  from  behind  tlie  rock. 
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SATYR. 

She  falters,  droops ;  no  soul  is  nigh  ; 
Shall  I  now  my  love-suit  try  ? 
I  dare  not  harm  her,  over-bold. 
Who  the  enchanted  spear  doth  hold. 
Still  in  anguish  and  affright 
Unaware  she  grasps  it  tight. 
0,  how  beautiful  she  seems 
'Neath  the  broad  moon's  silvery  beams, 
In  glistening  showers  around  her  head, 
And  her  bending  form  dispread. 

\_Adcancmg. 

PROCRIS. 

Ah !  what  goes  there  ?  What  thing  of  earth  or  air — 
Who  art  thou?  Speak— approach  me  not. 

[  Threatening. 

SATYR. 


Fairest  being,  that  doth  roam 
Under  midnight's  star-lit  dome, 
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Be  not  angry  !  do  not  strike 

Where  tliou  owest  no  mislike. 

Than  the  threatening  dart  more  might 

Have  thy  soft  eyes  and  beauty  bright ; 

Safe  from  evil  thou  dost  shine, 

Fenced  in  loveliness  divine. 

I,  to  offer  service  true, 

Accost  thee  thus  with  reverence  due ; 

To  guard  thee  from  surrounding  danger, 

And  guide  where  thou  dost  rove  a  stranger. 


PROCRIS. 

0  grateful  to  mine  harassed  soul  the  sight 
Of  breathing  life.     Joyfully  I  accept 
Thy  guidance,  friendly  Satyr,  timely  offered. 
So  lone,  so  far  from  home — would  I  were  there ! 
The  clouds  have  jiassed  away,  and  high  in  heaven 
Transcendent  Cynthia  reigns.     0  sovereign  mild  ! 
What  do  we  here,  beneath  thy  placid  rays, 
In  whose  soft  influence  wearied  nature  sleeps, 
And  all  things  find  repose  ?     But  we  alone. 
Like  restless  spectres,  wandering  from  their  graves, 
Distm'b  the  midnight  calm,  the  solemn  hour. 
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SATYR. 


Follow  me,  secure  and  free, 
Throug'h  the  wood,  though  murk  it  he ; 
While  before  thy  steps  I  glide, 
No  hurtful  thing  can  come  beside ; 
No  poisonous  toad  permission  hath. 
Nor  slimy  snail,  to  cross  thy  path ; 
Night-shade  chill  may  not  distil 
Her  venomed  tears  to  do  thee  ill ; 
And  the  sheeted  vapour  damp 
Rolls  oif  when  we  near  the  noisome  swamp. 
All  evils  that  walk  by  night  must  flee. 
When  they  look  on  the  sylvan  deity. 


ACT  11. 
Song  of  the  Hours. 

HOUR   OF   NIGHT    DEPARTING. 

Soft  pacing  down  the  western  sky, 
Sad-suited  Night  in  silence  goes  : 

Her  dragons  slow,  with  sleepless  eye. 
She  guideth  to  repose. 
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And  following  still  the  noiseless  wain 
I  must  not  loiter  from  her  train ; 
Nor  ever  gaze  on  light's  gay  throng, 
Nor  join  my  sisters'  dance  and  song, 

When  glows  the  orient  main. 
Her  c}73rus  veil,  far-floating  spread. 
In  darkness  shrouds  my  drooping  head, 
And  solemn  is  our  gliding  tread 

Towards  Erebus'  domain. 

HOUR   OF    DAWN. 

With  hovering  skirts  the  horizon  shadins: 

How  tardily  grave  Night  retires ! 
Now  from  the  empyrean  fading 

Winking  stars  withdraw  their  fires  ; 
Yet  doth  the  east  look  wan  and  chill — 
Ah  !  why,  Aurora,  slumber  still  ? 
Daughter  of  Hyperion  rise  ! 

In  saffron  robes  and  bright  array 
With  many-mingling  roseate  dies  ; 

Not  wrapt  in  sober  amice  gray. 
Thy  belted  knight,  Orion  strong, 
On  his  far  journey  ling 're  th  long. 

Nor  yet  thy  coming  spies. 
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High  above  old  Ocean's  stream 
Phosphor  flames  with  herald  beam  ; 
The  mist-himg  hills  thine  absence  know, 
The  vales  and  jjleasant  meads  below, — 
All  bathed  in  cooling  dews  they  lie, 
Beneath  the  pale  transparent  sky. 
To  meet  thee  o'er  yon  Indian  steeps 
Pard-borne  Bacchus  vigil  keeps  ; 
All  night  he  swept  the  desert  plain, 
With  revel  rude  and  reckless  train 
Of  frantic  Thyades  around. 
Startling  with  unwonted  sound 
Of  clashing  cymbals  shout  and  song 
And  echoed  tread  of  trampling  throng. 
Sleep's  leaden  ear  in  silence  bound. 

But  see,  advancing  slow  and  sad, 
In  mournful  pall,  funereal  clad. 
Ah !  is  it  thus  she  comes  at  last  ? 
Most  lilie  the  form  of  darkness  past. 
Bleak  Eurus  whistles  sharp  and  shrill. 
Vapours  and  damp  the  cold  air  fill. 
What  means,  alas  !  this  show  of  sorrow  ?  — 
No  joy  for  me  until  the  morrow  ! 
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HOUR   OF    SUNRISE. 

Away,  away  !  the  golden  gates  wide  fling ; 
The  flamy  car,  the  pawing  coursers  bring ! 
He  mounts — the  radiant  god  of  day  appears  ; 
Bright  Phoebus  quickly  dries  Aurora's  tears. 


Scene  I.     Cliffs  overhanging  the  Sea.     Morning. 

PROCRIS. 

Is  it  the  freshness  of  the  roseate  morn, 

Attired  in  sparkling  gems,  fanned  by  soft  gales 

That  woo  Sleep's  drowsy  eyelids  to  unclose, 

And  gaze  upon  her  beauty — thus  inspires 

The  expectant  gladness  bounding  through  my  veins? 

With  golden  touch  the  sun's  transforming  power 

Hath  changed  night's  hideous  spectres  and  wild  fear 

To  bright-eyed  harbingers  that  sing  of  joy ; 

And  hither  have  they  ushered  me,  where  oft, 

Entranced  by  sad  desire,  I  have  stood. 

And  o'er  Euripus'  turbulent  waters  gazed 

On  yon  unvisited  shores,  to  fancy  dear. 

0  hills  of  Thessaly  !  fair  to  mine  eyes 
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Your  shadowy  forms  above  the  horizon  smile ; 
The  breezes  from  your  land  of  blessings  borne, 
Play  o'er  my  heart,  and  all  its  springing  hopes 
Burst  into  bloom,  and  April  fragrance  shed. 
Ye  nursed  his  hardy  childhood,  ye  have  seen 
My  gallant  huntsman  rouse  the  infuriate  prey, 
While  your  glad  echoes  bounded  to  his  call. 
And  I  might  deem,  thus  gazing  on  the  sky, 
Ye  wait,  and  watch  till  he,  appearing,  claim 
His  heritage  among  ye ;  and  your  homage, 
His  birthright  due.     And  shall  I  linger  here  ? 
Oh,  that  I  had  the  eagle's  pinion  now ! 
Cleaving  the  rushing  air,  I'd  stoop  my  flight 
First  on  vour    summits    hoar,    thence  tlu'ousfh  all 

space. 
Following  unfettered  thought,  till  I  might  change 
This  ecstasy  of  doubts  that  ebb  and  flow, 
"Vague  dreams,  for  sight  attested  certainty. 

[_T/ie  Satyr  comes  in  behind. 

SATYR. 

Like  prowling  thief  or  serpent  sly. 
Stealing  behind,  unseen  though  nigh. 
Or  like  creeping  shadow  dumb. 
Linked  to  brightness,  do  I  come. 

L   2 
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Ever  she  roams  witli  restless  mind, 
Nor  niglit  nor  day  repose  can  find. 
"With  clasped  hands,  her  gaze  intent 
On  the  far  horizon  bent ; 
.  And  at  her  feet — what  do  I  see  ? 
Slippery  Opportunity, 
Thou  dost  favour  me  at  last — 
Within  my  reach  the  spear  is  cast. 
Hush  !  she  stirs — no,  'twas  the  wind, 
Raising  her  locks  so  free  and  fine ; 
One  short  spring,  and  fortune  kind — 

[He  seizes  the  spear. 
Ho,  ho,  ho  !  'tis  mine,  'tis  mine  ! 

PRO  CRTS. 

Merciful  powers  !  what  may  this  mean  ?     0  Satyr, 
Give  back  my  charmed  weapon. 

SATYR. 

No, 
The  spear  is  mine,  and  thou  also ! 

PROCRIS. 

Keep  off!  what  shall  I  do?  me  miserable  ! 
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SATYR. 


Hear  me,  nymph  divinely  fair ! 
Hear  the  vows  of  love  I  swear ; 
Wilt  thou  to  my  suit  incline, 
Henceforth  all  delights  are  thine. 
Thou  shalt  join  the  mirthful  ring 
Of  dryads  and  of  fauns,  who  sing 
And  weave  encircling  dances  meet, 
While  their  god  Pan  pipeth  sweet. 
And  the  nodding  woods  around 
Wave  to  the  entrancing  sound. 
Of  amaranth  and  asphodel. 
And  every  flower  of  sweetest  smell, 
Hesperia's  banks  will  I  bereave. 
Garlands  for  thy  head  to  weave ; 
And  to  raise  thy  beauties  higher 
Conspicuous  mid  the  sylvan  choir, 
I  the  shooting  stars  will  watch. 
And  ere  they  fall  untarnished  catch. 
And  in  a  crown  resplendent  twine. 
Such  as  in  yon  blue  vault  doth  shine. 
Then  no  more  in  sorrow  shade 
Thy  radiant  brow — long  over-paid 
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The  debt  thy  former  love  did  owe — 
Time  flies  too  fast  to  waste  in  woe. 
Or  he  is  dead,  or  loves  thee  not ; 
Either  way  is  best  forgot. 

PEOCRIS. 

No  more  profane  the  name  of  love,  nor  chafe 
Mine  ears  with  thy  abhorrent  flatteries. 
Thou  knowest  I  am  enrolled  of  the  band 
That  wait  around  Diana,  and  abide 
Alway  in  her  protecting  care  divine. 
She  will  avenge  her  outraged  sovereignty ; 
Molest  me  not ;  or  dearly  thou  shalt  rue  it. 

SATYR. 

Ah  ha  ?  But  I  could  tell  a  tale 
Would  make  your  deity  turn  pale. 
Was  it  her  consecrated  maid 
Who  through  the  woods  at  dead  of  night, 
Wandered  to  the  enchanted  glade ; 
And  by  necromantic  aid. 
With  many  a  lawless  magic  sleight, 
Sought  for  a  lost  or  faithless  lover 
The  grave's  dread  mysteries  to  uncover? 
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She  will  not  help  thee — call  and  see. — 
Wring  not  thy  hands  so  piteously  ; 
For  thou  art  wise,  and  in  thine  heart 
Hath  Cypris  more  than  Cynthia  part. 

PROCRIS. 

Detested  monster  !  nay,  this  jutting  rock 
My  safety  shall  assure.     Receive  me,  thou, 
0  ancient  Nereus  !  loi-  thy  briny  floods 
Hide  me,  unhappy  !  in  their  depths  profound. 

Eiiter  EucLEA. 

PROCKIS. 

Euclea,  0  seest  thou  how  I  am  beset! 

EUCLEA. 

What  means  this  insolence  ?     Ha ! 

SATYR. 

Beware ! 
Approach  no  nearer — lo,  the  unerring  spear 
Is  in  my  grasp. 
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EUCLEA. 

And  darest  thou  think,  rude  wretch, 
Its  holy  charm  shall  thy  foul  will  obey  ? 
I  fear  thee  not. 

SATYR. 

Then  die. 
\_He  hurls  the  spear  at  her,  which  glances 
aside  and  falls  at  the  feet  of  Procris — she 
grasps  it.  • 

PROCRIS. 

Thanks,  great  Diana ! 

SATYR. 

Accursed  be  the  dart,  and  she  who  wrought 
Its  lying  spell !    Ay,  now  it  is  your  turn. 

EUCLEA. 

I  cannot  slay  thee,  and  I  would  not  stain 
My  weapon  with  thy  chastisement.     Begone  ! 
Hence,  hide  thine  hideous  visage  from  our  sight. 
And  herd  with  goats  or  foxes,  meet  compeers. 

\Beating  him  out. 
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How  pale  thou  art,  and  tremblest  like  a  bird 
Scared  by  the  felon  hawk— be  of  good  cheer  ; 
See  where  thy  craven  foe  sculks  off  with  shame. 

PROCRIS. 

Ill  had  I  fared  without  thee,  my  best  friend. 
But  ah !  is  this  the  safety  so  much  vaunted  ? 

EUCLEA. 

It  is  our  sport  to  quell  these  mimic  dangers ; 
And  as  swift  shadows  glide  along  the  plain. 
By  showery  breezes  driven,  they  flee  before  us. 
But  since  some  evil  things  earth  must  retain, 
(Else     would     all    virtues     pine,     high-tempered 

courage. 
Endurance,  and  compassion,  lacking  use), 
Our  guardian  goddess  suffers,  unextirpate. 
Wild  beasts  to  range  her  woods,  and  wilder  shapes, 
The  flock  of  Pan,  half  brutish,  half  divine ; 
But  in  due  bounds  restricted  and  compelled 
Deep  in  the  inland  forest's  thickets  hid, 
The  tusked  boar  hath  his  lair,  and  on  the  steeps 
Of  hills  remote  may  hungry,  thievish  wolves 
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Nightly  beliowl  her  silver-circled  car. 
Yet  much  I  marvel  at  this  sudden  outbreak 
From  ruled  submission  and  established  awe — 
Tell  me  how  such  befell  ? 

PROCRIS. 

I  will ;  and  more — 
Wilt  thou  return  with  me,  I'll  show  thee  all 
The  story  of  my  fortunes  strange  and  mournful. 
Such  sweet  compassion  in  thy  bosom  glows, 
Thou  wilt  not  scorn  fond  ud experienced  woes  ; 
And  thy  clear  counsels,  beaming  o'er  my  soul, 
Light  up  its  deepest  gloom,  its  rising  storms  control. 


Scene  II.     Bear  the  Dwelling  of  Procris. 

Enter  Cephalus,  disguised  as  an  Eastern  Merchant. 

All  hail,  dear  mother  Earth,  and  thou  blue  sky, 
AVhose  crystal  arch  encompasseth  and  bounds 
My  sum  of  living  joys  !     The  goddess  well 
Hath  kej)t  her  plighted  word — and  this  green  bower 
In  wilds  remote  from  man,  amid  the  haunts 
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Of  wood-njmplis  and  Diana's  virgin  train, 

This  thy  retreat,  my  Procris  !     0,  there  breathes 

A  holiness  around  that  hath  dispelled 

At  once  each  jealous  doubt  and  false  surmise. 

Can  gold  or  orient  pearls  the  heart  allure, 

Nourished  in  Nature's  solitude  divine?  — 

Here  courtly  guile  and  vice  might  ne'er  attain  ; 

Nor  need  I  fear  in  this  disguise,  methinks, 

A  formidable  rival  to  myself. 

But  hush  !  she  comes — the  same,  mine  own  beloved 

one. 
0  gentlest  being  !  innocence  and  truth 
On  thy  fair  brow  sit,  shining  through  the  veil 
Of  pallid  sorrow.     Now  what  foolishness 
Doth  my  device  appear !  yet  will  I  prove  it. 

E7iter  Procris. 


CEPHALUS. 

Beautiful  vision  !  if,  without  offence, 
I  may  address  what  more  than  mortal  seems. 
Vouchsafe  a  wanderer  to  direct  where  soonest 
The  royal  Procris  he  may  chance  to  meet. 
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PROCRIS. 


She  greets  thee  now,  0  stranger;  say,  what  wouldst 
Seldom  do  these  sequestered  shades  attract  [thou? 
The  curious  visitor,  or  sons  of  trade. 

CEPHALUS. 

Daughter  of  great  Erectheus,  marvel  not, 
Though  from  Assyrian  ports  or  farthest  Ind 
Adoring  crowds  should  haste  to  pay  thee  homage, 
And  lay  their  richest  offerings  at  thy  feet ; 
So  wide  hath  Fame  the  thrilling  tale  diffused 
Of  thy  much-wondered  charms,  and  rarest  virtue. 
Where'er  thou  bidest  soon  must  deserts  wake 
To  populous  admiration — thrones  send  forth 
Their  crowned  occupants,  and  cities  pour 
Their  tides  to  woo  thee  back,  of  whom  bereft, 
Their  goodliest  scenes  show  void. 

PROCRIS. 

Hither  I  came 
To  shun  the  fickle  throng  of  wealth  and  pleasure, 
And  much  'twould  grieve  me  were  thy  praises  sooth. 
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CEPHALUS. 

Let  me  entreat  thee ;  do  not  for  some  dream 
Thus  waste  in  thankless  solitude  thy  youth, 
And  rob  the  world  of  such  divine  perfection. 
Rather  bid  me  conduct  thee  forth,  and  place 
In  courts  and  palaces,  where  thou  shalt  blaze 
Supreme  in  pomp  and  power,  as  loveliness, 
Above  proud  Europe's  queens.    Wilt  thou  be  mine  ? 
The  treasures  of  the  east  shall  call  thee  mistress,— 
Myself  thy  slave. 

PEOCRIS. 

Is  love  then  to  be  bought  ? 
And  shall  barbaric  gold  its  worth  repay  ? 
E'en  so — yet  ah  !  what  price  untold  may  ransom 
The  soul  to  memory's  bondage  long  enthralled  ? 

CEPHALUS. 

Thou  wouldest  then  forget  ?     Of  joys  or  pain 
The  memory  takes  not  from  the  past  its  hue ; 
But  each  way  smileth  on  the  mind  at  ease, 
And  gives  to  misery  an  added  pang. 
But  where,  perchance,  some  lingering  image  clings, 
To  fancy  dear  beyond  existent  pleasures. 
For  such  I  have  a  gift  more  acceptable 
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Than  mines  of  unsunned  ore.     Behold  this  band ; 
Whose  amber  drops  were  slow- congealed  tears, 
By  sad  Halcyone  wept,  whose  mingled  pearls 
The  earliest  dews  of  morn,  long  time  distilled 
In  ocean's  hidden  caverns  farthest  east ; 
These  by  the  rosy  Hours  were  culled,  what  time 
Heaven's  orient  gates  unbarring,  they  step  forth 
Before  day's  glowing  car,  and  are  imbued 
With  potent  charm  ;  chafe  but  these  yellow  globes, 
And  as  the  expressed  odours  strike  the  sense, 
Straight  on  the  mind  shall  rise  the  perfect  form, 
And  lineaments  distmct  of  whomsoever. 
Absent,  or  in  the  grave,  thou  wouldst  recall. 

PROCRIS. 

0  priceless  jewel !  how  may  I  obtain  it  ? 
But  yet,  to  me  how  needless  !    Kever  once 

[turning  away. 

Doth  that  one  image  from  my  thoughts  depart. 
Its  altar  they,  and  they  the  attendant  priests 
That  hourly  offer  sacrifice  of  tears. 
And  fond  regrets,  and  hopes,  which  at  each  sound 
Start  to  existence,  but  to  bleed  and  perish. 
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CEPHALUS. 

She  heeds  me  not ;  I  can  refrain  no  longer — 
Yet  must  not  be  too  sudden. 

Hear  me,  lady — 

PROCRIS. 

Pardon  me ;  ill  I  play  the  courteous  part. 
Thy  words  had  conjured  up  a  haunting  vision, 
That  cheats  me  to  forgetfulness.     No  more  ; 
Take  my  farewell,  and  prosperous  gales  attend  thee 
To  ports  of  better  welcome. 

CEPHALUS. 

But  one  word — 
Can  the  ideal  shadow  be  more  prized 
Than  whom  it  pictureth  ?     Look  on  me  I 

PROCRIS. 

On  thee ! 
What  do  I  hear?— ah  me!  who  art  thou,  stranger? 
Oh,  mock  me  not — I  know,  it  cannot  be — 

CEPHALUS. 

Yes,  I  am  Cephalus  -look  on  me,  dearest; 
Thine  own,  long-parted — 
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PROCRIS. 

Cephalus ! 
It  is  thy  voice— Oh  !  if  this  be  a  dream, 
Let  me  ne'er  wake  again. 

CEPHALUS. 

It  is  no  dream. 
Canst  thou  misdoubt  me  yet?  these  borrowed  spoils 
Estrange  me  from  thy  soul  ? 

PROCRIS. 

Thou  art  returned. 
It  is  a  joy  so  infinite,  so  wild, 
Absorbing  reason.— 0  my  heart's  dear  lord, 
Why  didst  thou  leave  me  ?  whither  hast  thou  been? 

CEPHALUS. 

Not  of  mine  own  will  absent,  be  assured  ; 
And  now,  I  trust,  to  leave  thee  never  more. 

PROCRIS. 

No — never  more— it  is  thyself  in  truth- 
How  strangely  masked.     Take  off  this  sable  beard, 
One  half  thy  loved  face  hiding ;  this  tiara, 
And  give  thy  bright  curls  to  the  wooing  air ; 
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This  mantle  too,  whose  gorgeous,  wide  folds  wrong 
The  Grecian  symmetry  and  elastic  grace. 
Most  beautiful !  most  noble  !  how  could  I 
That  falcon-glance  misread !     But  let  me  know 
Of  thy  past  wanderings  now. 

CEPHALUS. 

Nay,  tell  me  first, 
How  camest  thou  to  these  unfrequented  shores  ? 

PKOcms. 

Since  that  dark  day  when  from  tlie  chase,  alone 
Thy  train  returned  and  thou  wert  not — long  time 
We  sought  thee  sorrowing  through  every  state 
Of  Greece,  through  unknown  lands,  till  in  despair, 
Loathing  the  sight  of  man,  I  hitlier  fled, 
To  drive  the  prey  with  the  free  huntress  band. 

CEPHALUS. 

Thou,  in  a  palace  nursed,  mid  luxury, 
How  couldst  thou  brave  the  hardship  and  tlie  toil ; 
How  meet  the  dangers  of  the  savage  chase  ? 

M 
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PROCllIS. 

Behold  this  dart — Diana  gave  it  me — 
By  Vulcan  wrought  with  spells  of  matchless  force, 
That  of  its  aim  it  cannot  fail,  then  straight 
Seeks  back  the  owner's  hand. 

CEPHALUS. 

By  Jupiter ! 
A  gift  indeed  divine. 

PROCRIS. 

It  is  thine  own  ; 
I  have  no  joy  in  slaughter,  and  with  thee    . 
Can  never  need  protection. 

CEPHALUS. 

My  beloved ! 
I  too  have  been  with  the  Immortals,  and 
Have  from  their  favouring  hands  received  no  less, 
While  in  ethereal  mansions  I  abode. 

PROCRIS. 

In  heaven  ?     0  Cephalus,  how  earnest  thou  there  ? 
How  could  it  be  ? 
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CEPHALUS. 


Here  let  us  rest  beneath. 
The  broad-leaved  sycamore,  and  thus  once  more 
Beside  thee  in  sweet  converse,  I  will  tell 
Whatever  hath  befallen,  faithfully. 

PEOCRIS. 

Nay,  rather  let  me,  resting  at  thy  feet, 
Gaze  on  thee  still — Celestial  visitant ! 
Thine  aspect  beams  with  more  than  mortal  lustre, 
As  with  reflection  of  converse  divine. 
Scarce  dare  I  look  upon  thee — I  dare  not 
Unclasp  thee,  lest  some  jealous  power  once  more 
Should  tear  thee  from  mine  arms. 

CEPHALUS. 

Do  not  fear  tliat. 
A  deity  courts  not  rejection  twice. 

PROCRIS. 

You  raise  my  wonder ;  can  a  goddess  stoop 
To  human  passions  ? 

M    2 
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CEPHALUS. 

'Tis  Love's  highest  boast; 
Levelling  all  distinctions  ;  but  he  thrives  not 
In  such  confusion. 

I'ROcrvis. 

I  remember  well 
When  Ceres  at  my  father's  court  arrived, 
Instructing  men  in  useful  husbandry, 
That  stills  gaunt  Famine's  cry — most  fair  she  was, 
But  awful  in  unearthly  majesty, 
For  worship  meet,  not  love.     And  often  here 
I've  seen  our  silver-shafted  queen  amid 
Her  virgin  choir  move  unapproachable  ; 
On  her  broad  front  serene  and  in  her  eye 
Such  sweet  severity,  such  commanding  grace 
Tlieir  state  uphold. 

CEPHALUS. 

But  she  who  spreads  the  sky, 
Each  morn  with  roseate  blushes  warm  and  deep ; 
Who  showers  o'er  all  created  things  her  smiles 
And  tears,  like  passionate,  universal  love — 
Aurora,  other  worship  would  inspire. 
She  sought  me  on  Hymettus'  flowery  side, 
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And  there  to  me  amazed  in  glowing  terms, 
Set  forth  how  love  burns  in  celestial  minds  ; 
And  more  to  rend  the  ties  and  fond  desires 
Of  earth  and  home,  she  in  her  flamy  car 
Snatched  me  through  fields  of  air  to  yon  abodes, 
Where,  heraldess  of  light,  she  lives  in  glory. 
What  visions,  0  my  Procris,  I  beheld. 
Of  splendour  inconceivable,  unspoken  ! 
But  inly  mourning  still,  her  favours  I 
With  solemn  sadness  met,  or  strove  to  shun; 
Till  long  provoked,  and  moved  to  late  disdain, 
With  not  ungracious  ire  she  sent  me  back, 
At  last  restored  to  thee  and  happiness. 
Thou  musest  on  my  words,  and — ah !  that  sigh. 
Sweet,  to  the  past  belongeth. 

PROCKIS. 

Thou  hast  gazed 
Upon  immortal  eyes,  and  in  the  light 
Of  heavenly  beauty  basked,  and  heavenly  smiles, 
Unstained  by  tears. — 0,  how  must  I  appear  ? 
A  child  of  clay  in  sorrow  steeped  so  long; 
With  whom  to  tread  once  more  life's  rugged  path, 
Thou  hast  relinquished  ambrosial  bowers, — 
Too  poor  requital. 
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CEPHALUS. 

Jove  himself  hath  left 
His  everlasting  throne  the  stars  among, 
Drawn  by  resistless  might  of  mortal  charms, 
With  thine  compared  inferior.     Me  the  light 
That  dazzles  lures  not. — Ah  !  my  love,  more  dear 
The  mute  flush  mantling  on  thy  modest  cheek, 
And  those  soft-curtained  eyes,  downcast  and  still ; 
Not  this  one  kiss  on  their  transparent  lids. 
Would  I  exchange  for  aught  beyond  om*  orb. 
Thy  very  silence  hath  a  charm  above 
The  speech  of  gods. 

PROCRIS. 

0  let  me  silent  be  ! 
Thus  let  me  cling  to  thee  and  hear  thy  voice, 
And  on  thy  true  heart  sheltered  thus,  forget 
That  grief  or  fear  hath  being. 

CEPHALUS. 

They  cannot  reach  us. 
In  life's  first  dawn,  ere  by  the  sun  of  thy 
Bright  presence  soul — informed — restless  I  ranged, 
And  ardent,  through  each  changing  scene,  alternate 
Delight  or  toil ;  nor  satisfaction  found  ; 
Till  met  in  thee,  as  their  true  source  and  end, 


CEPHALUS   AND   PROCRIS.  167 

My  stray  aflfections  cent'ring  fixed,  assured 

In  holy  calm,  eternal  and  complete. 

Our  thouglits,  our  lives,  were  one — it  seemed  strange 

That  ever  our  existence  could  have  been 

Apart  and  twain.     How  then,  divorced,  dissevered, 

Forlorn  and  unperfected,  could  my  soul 

Partake  of  joy ;  though  in  exchange,  endowed 

With  worlds  for  empire?     But  now,  0  dearest, 

I  fold  thee  in  mine  arms,  my  self's  best  part. 

I  press  thee  to  my  beating  heart,  and  feel 

No  wish  ungratified,  every  aim  fulfilled. 

PROCRIS. 

So  would  I  die — life  has  no  further  bliss — 
Elysium  cannot  offer  joy  like  this. 


ACT  III. 

Scene  I.     A  Glade  in  the  Forests 
Enter  Satyr. 

Spurned,  rejected,  stung  with  scorn, 
For  dear  revenge  I  rave,  I  mom'n. 
Shall  I  see  these  mortals  prove 
Happy  in  my  baffled  love  ? 
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No,  ril  plague  them,  I'll  requite 
(Be  the  forfeit  what  it  might) 
Full  recompense  for  this  despite ; 
And  their  well-strung  harmony- 
Turn  to  discord's  jangling  key. 
Were  the  huntress  maid  within  my  reacli, 
A  lesson  sore  my  hand  should  teach, 
Never  again  to  interfere, 
Or  mix  in  strife  beyond  her  sphere. 
But  her  friends  shall  fall  my  snares  withiu- 
Aud  here  my  practice  I  Legin. 

Nymph  of  the  monarch-oak,  whose  reign 
Endureth  o'er  this  sylvan  plain, 

From  centuries  of  yore ; 
While  each  revolving  Spring  renews 
Thy  verdant  robe  of  tenderest  hues, 

And  youth  for  evermore ! 
If  ever  to  thy  listening  ear 
My  pastoral  ditties  have  been  dear, 
Or  soft  notes  breathed  from  oaten  flute, 
When  all  the  woods  and  dales  were  mute, 
And  along  the  glowing  west 
Sank  the  tired  day  to  rest ; 
Or  if  in  thy  remembrance  dwell 
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That  time  when  Cretan  mariners 
Profane  thy  native  boughs  would  fell, 
And  thou  hadst  not  'scaped  destroying, 
But  I  brought  thee  aid,  annoying 
Each  coward  sprite  with  panic  fright, 
And  sent  them  scampering  amain, 
Bootless  to  their  ships  again. 

0  then,  to  my  request  attend, 
And  in  thy  turn,  my  need  befriend. 

Th£  Hamadryad  appears  from  the  Tree. 

HAMADRYAD. 

Forth  from  my  mystic  and  still  habitation, 
Lo,  I  am  come  at  thy  loud  invocation. 
Speak,  gentle  Satyr,  full  fain  would  I  show  thee, 
Not  uuremembered  the  service  I  owe  thee. 

SATYR. 

Sweetest  spirit,  that  doth  keep 
In  greenwood  covert,  lone  and  deej), 

1  implore  thy  generous  aid 

To  save  from  harm  a  simple  maid. 
Else  by  treasonous  arts  betrayed. 
Hast  thou  not  a  stranger  seen, 
In  bunting  garb,  of  noble  mien, 
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In  whose  hand  the  enchanted  spear 

Dealeth  death  on  every  side  ? 
The  timid  hare,  the  dappled  deer, 

Our  hallowed  haunts  no  longer  hide  ; 
But  worse  than  this,  and  more  amiss — 
"With  honeyed  words  and  many  a  wile, 
From  Dian's  band  he  would  beguile 
One,  in  charms  and  grace,  confest 
Preeminent  above  the  rest ; 
And  she  hath  cbunk  so  deep  and  long 
Of  his  poisoned  magic  strong, 
With  spell-wrought  mind  she  is  content. 
Where'er  his  vagrant  steps  be  bent, 
To  follow  still,  through  gloom  or  shine, 
Braving  shame  and  wrath  divine. 


HAMADRYAD. 

Bid  me  control  the  wild  wind's  wandering  sigh. 
Draw  down  yon  vapors  light  that  fleece  the  sky, 
Or  with  the  gossamer's  airy  thread  as  soon 
Build  up  a  pathway  to  invade  the  moon — • 
This  might  I  do,  nor  yet  a  stratagem  find. 
One  human  passion  in  its  course  to  bind. 
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SATYR. 

As  a  fierce  fire  puts  out 

Flames  that  seemed  to  burn  most  Lriglit, 

So  may  sudden  rage,  no  doubt, 

Absorb  even  love's  transcendent  might. 
Tell  her  that  some  happier  fair 
His  unretentive  vows  doth  share, — 
For  oft  beneath  thy  shade,  she  knows. 
From  the  hot  chase  he  seeks  repose — 
Then  fan  her  jealous  ire,  till  quite 
She  scorn  and  banish  from  her  sight 
This  pest  that  scares  our  sacred  isle — • 
So  save  thou  both  from  foreign  spoil. 

HAMADRYAD. 

Alas  !  good  deeds  are  ill  by  falsehood  done, 
And  thankless  even  when  success  is  won ; 
But  mindful  of  the  past,  I  will  essay. 
All  thy  request  fulfilled,  my  debt  to  pay. 

SATYR. 

Thanks,  dearest  Dryad ;  and  behold, 
She  of  whom  my  story  told. 
Draws  nigh  with  pensive  step,  alone  ; 
Now  is  the  time — I  must  be  gone. 
If  these  projects  do  not  fail,  l_aside. 

Fairest,  I  may  yet  prevail ; 
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But  should  evil  hence  ensue, 
Eubcea's  rocks  and  dales,  adieu  ! 
Once  more  my  native  Arcady, 
And  bright-haired  shepherd  race  I'll  see. 

\_He  goes  out. 

HAIVIADRYAD. 

Mournful  she  looks,  and  in  her  restless  eye 
Sits  troubled  fantasy ;  sure  to  untie 
The  tangled  web  about  her  spirit  freed 
Should  be  esteemed  a  just,  praise-worthy  deed. 

Enter  Procris. 
Hail,  gentle  mortal !  seekest  thou  my  bower, 

On  carefal  mission  bent  ? 
Or  but  to  listen  through  the  deepening  hour, 

To  yonder  nightingale's  lament  ? 

PROCRIS. 

0  guardian  of  the  grove  !  forgive,  if  I 
Too  rashly  on  thy  haunts  intrude ;  but  say. 
Hast  thou  beheld  a  huntsman  pass  this  way, 
Returnino;  from  the  chase  ?  The  western  sun 
Hath  well  nigh  reached  his  goal,  and  yet  he  comes 

not; 
And  fears  oppress  me,  lest  some  rude  mishap, 
Or  peril  unforeseen,  retardeth  him. 
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HAMADRYAD. 


Ah,  simple  maiden  !  is  this  thy  care? 

And  is  man's  falsehood  to  thee  unknown  ? 
Lo,  from  the  breast  his  arts  ensnare 

Are  peace  and  freedom  for  ever  flown  ; 
But  hear  what  I  relate,  and  prove 
Thy  fond  fears  baseless  as  his  love. 
I  know  him,  and  oft  have  marked,  of  late. 
Like  bright  Apollo's,  the  stranger's  gait, 
When  he  seeks  my  shade,  so  broadly  thrown, 
Lingering  long — but  not  alone ; 
For  a  form  resplendent  in  fadeless  youth 

Sits  by  his  side,  and  transported  hears, 
While  in  soft  accents  of  passion  and  truth, 

He  vows  nought  else  his  life  endears — 
But  the  world  declining,  he  loves  her  only, 
And  wons  for  her  sake  in  the  forest  lonely. 
Grieve  not  for  this,  ah  !  poor  beguiled  one  ; 
Yield  not  to  anguish  and  peace  is  won. 
From  thy  wronged  Ijosom  the  traitor  spurn, 
And  swift  to  the  mountains,  to  freedom  return. 

\_The  Hamadryad  retires. 
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PKOCKIS. 

What  chokes  my  utterance  thus  ? — what  weight 
of  horror 
Impedes  my  struggling  breath  ?     0  that  it  were 
A  dream  !  the  truth  it  cannot  he — yet  ah ! 
Wherefore  shoukl  she  deceive  me  ?     Woe  is  me ! 
Despised,  forsaken,  I  have  lived  too  long. 

Enter  euclea. 

EUCLEA. 

Welcome,  0  Procris,  seldom  met  of  late 
In  wooded  glade — but  how,  thou  heed'st  me  not ; 
Speak  to  me,  dearest  friend,  hath  aught  of  evil 
Befallen  thee  ? 

PROCRIS. 

0  Euclea !  I  am  lost. 
I  am  betrayed. 

EUCLEA. 

Not  so— be  comforted. 
What  means  this  passionate  despair  ?  nay,  tell  me, 
Who  then  hath  injured  thee  ? 
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PROCRIS. 

'Tis  Cephalus ; 
Ay,  do  not  start — 'tis  he  !  he  whom  this  heart 
So  long,  so  madly  worshipped  ;  he,  whose  name 
Enshrined  here,  I  held  a  thing  too  sacred 
To  he  once  whispered  to  the  common  air ! 
And  he  is  false — another  hath  his  love. — 
But  wherefore  tell  thee  this  ?     In  vain,  in  vain ; 
Thou  wilt  not  pity  me ;  thou  canst  not  feel 
What  grief  hke  mine  may  he ! 

EUCLEA. 

I  do,  most  truly. 
But  hast  thou  proof?     Do  not  thy  love  such  wrong, 
Unheard,  without  due  trial  to  condemn  ; 
And  with  thine  own  hands  hollow  out  the  grave 
Of  lingering  hope. 

PROCRIS. 

0  torture,  to  lay  bear 
The  hideous  certainty.     Enough,  the  nymph 
Whose  shrine  is  this  vast  oak,  she  hath  been  witness 
To  all  his  perfidy,  as  plainly  shown 
As  yonder  sun  at  noon.  Even  now  she  told  it, 
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Breathing  soft  pity  on  the  wounds  her  words 
Perforce  inflicted.     No,  there  is  no  room 
For  hope,  for  comfort  none. 

EUCLEA. 

No  more  than  this  ? 
Trust  me,  for  herein  am  I  practised,  not 
Obsequious  Echo,  nor  the  articulate  calls 
Of  imitative  bird  less  credence  claim, 
Nor  less  respective,  utter  what  they  know  not, 
Than  do  these  spirits,  the  idle  denizens 
Of  flood  or  fell,  deejD  copse  or  forest  tree. 
Their  substance  is  of  air,  and  like  the  forms 
Imagination  moulds  they  change  at  will ; 
For  jealous  of  their  secret  haunts,  resentful 
Of  Man's  intrusion,  in  fantastic  sport. 
With  aspect  strange  and  manifold  delusions 
They  love  to  lead  astray  the  wanderer's  step, 
And,  mingling  oft  with  melancholy's  mood. 
Its  air-drawn  nothings  vest  in  seeming  truth. 

PROCRIS. 

As  to  the  shipwrecked  perishing  wretch,  the  sight 
Of  land  and  unhoped  rescue,  doth  thy  speech 
Hold  forth  to  me  new  life.     I  have  been  too  rash. 
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EUCLEA. 

Say,  was  it  not  thy  purpose  to  depart 
With  Cephalus  for  Athens  ? 

PEOCRIS. 

So  it  is  ; 
But  he,  for  love  of  rural  sport,  delays. 
Besides,  'twere  meet  to  offer  solemn  rites, 
And  farewell  thanks  unto  the  guardian  goddess, 
Ere  leaving  her  domain. 

EUCLEA. 

Thou  sayest  well ; 
But  if  my  words  prevail,  delay  no  longer. 
Go,  cheer  thy  father's  heart,  who  mourns  ye  lost ; 
And  thence  to  king  Dioneus'  realm  repair. 
Where  fitlier  may  his  son,  than  in  the  sports 
Of  wood  or  field,  employ  his  regal  virtues. 
In  mind-controlling  counsel,  and  such  charge 
As  falls  on  one  to  rule  a  nation  born. 

PEOCRIS. 

Alas  !  I  see  when  passion  oversways, 
Our  duties  we  neglect  as  much. — So  far 
As  in  me  lies,  it  shall  be  done.     But  must  I 
Lose  thee,  true,  tender  friend,  my  faithfid  guide  ? 

N 
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EUCLEA. 

Our  patlis  tend  wide  asunder,  yet  thy  peace 
Shall  ever  nearest  to  my  heart  abide. 
Adieu — our  last  farewell  he  on  the  morrow. 

PROCEIS. 

Be  far  from  thee — as  thou  reraovest  sorrow ! 

EUCLEA  {alone). 

Far  from  the  woods,  from  Nature's  sanctuary. 
Strife  should  depart,  aud  falsehood,  and  the  swarm 
Of  passions  numberless— what  do  they  hear? 
Why  desecrate  this  hallowed,  still  abode 
(If  such  there  be)  of  Peace?     0  lovely  hour  ! 
0  scene,  prophetic  of  eternal  calm. 
Unknown,  l)utmost  desired  !  How  sinks  the  sun, 
Serene  and  cloudless  to  his  bed  of  rest ; 
Dream-folded  sleep  the  forest's  mighty  brood, 
Majestical,  beneath  his  quiet  glow  ! 
Soul-soothing  prospect,  vision  of  blest  repose, 
The  ceaseless  longing  in  the  human  breast. 
That  stirrest,  fulfilling  not ; — for  thou  art  but 
A  pause  mid  strife — an  unit  in  the  account 
Of  ever-prevalent  mutability. 
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Thon,  Heaven,  most  ancient,  most  supreme  of  being ! 
And  thou,  the  universal  mother.  Earth  ! 
From  whom  sprang  forth  the  race  of  gods  and  men, — 
How  have  ye  lost  primeval  sovereignty, 
By  your  own  children  and  their  children  twice 
Uasceptred,  dispossess'd  ?     And  ye,  who  hold 
The  changeful  dynasty  with  modern  rule, 
Ye  presences,  ye  potentates,  that  fill 
Air,  earth,  and  sea,  with  deity  and  power, 
God  of  the  golden  bow,  life-giving  sun  ; 
And  thou,  directress  of  night's  paler  beam  I 
Must  ye  too  perish,  and  our  faith  be  given 
To  newer  creeds,  or — all  resolved  to  nought, 
Shall  the  old  Anarch  and  blind  Orcus  prove 
Sole  end,  even  as  sole  origin  ?     Who  can  tell  ? 
By  what  we  know,  expectancy  we  square. 
And  know  the  whole  impermanent  and  vain. 
Yet  doth  a  ray  of  more  exalted  hope 
Inflame  the  pure  soul  nobler  to  aspire. 
Towards  one  great  source,  ineffable,  sublime. 
Above  decay  or  change,  omniscient  ruler. 
Whatever  else  informs  this  universe 
Of  visible  shape  or  spiritual  essence  shows 
But  emanations  of  his  unseen  glory. 
Yet  in  man's  heart  hath  contact  with  base  things 

N   2 
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So  much  effaced  this  spark  divine,  that  he 

In  preference  bows  to  idols  like  himself, 

By  vile  affections  swayed ;  and  gives  to  scorn, 

Yea,  to  destruction,  whoso  would  revive 

The  down-trodden  ashes  of  a  purer  shrine. 

Such  was  thy  fate  ;  son  of  celestial  song, 

Orpheus  !  by  wisdom  and  by  truth  inspired, 

Who  piercing  first  futurity's  dread  shade. 

Discovered  for  thine  hapless  fallen  race 

A  holier  worship,  an  immortal  hire ; 

Though  thine  unearthly  harmonies  could  move 

Brute  sense  or  stones  inanimate,  and  quell 

Death's  grisly  terrors,  thou  wert  doomed  to  mourn 

Thy  frustrate  hopes  and  vain-expended  fires. 

Oh !  may  my  heart  preserve  with  sacred  awe 

The  mysteries  of  that  heaven-descended  law ; 

Never  to  be  revealed  to  human  sight, 

Till  from  the  fount  of  unimagined  Light 

A  ray  shall  visit  earth,  and  make  our  darkness  bright. 
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Scene  II.     The  same.     Noo7i. 

THE    HAMADRYAD. 

The  air  is  sultry,  and  the  sky  red  lours, 

Some  evil  influence  from  its  aspect  pours ; 

My  beauteous  oak,  my  care,  my  pride,  from  thee 

Averted  far  may  the  dark  portent  be  ! 

Sweet  is  the  life  we  lead  in  greenwood  bowers  ; 

And  pleasanter  these  fragrant,  cool  retreats. 

Than  I  could  deem  celestial  golden  seats, 

Were  they  but  guarded  from  decay  : 

But  Time  strides  on,  beneath  whose  scythe  we  must 

Together  sink  and  lie  in  joyless  dust ; 

When  Spring  returning  shall  no  more  array 

Thy  wreathed  boughs  with  budding  garlands  bright, 

No  more  with  vocal  choir  mine  ear  delight. 

Yet  thou  not  briefly  dost  endure,  proud  tree ; 

Long  ages  hence  within  thy  parent  shade 

May  I  repose,  and  hear  the  melody 

Of  thrush  or  blackbird  warbling  overhead  ; 

Or  on  the  furthest  spray,  in  free  air  swinging. 

Its  orisons  the  shrill  cicala  singing ; 

Till  summer  suns  retire,  and  heavily 
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Sad  Boreas  moans  among  thy  foliage  sere, 

Then  with  disdain  thou  scatterest,  far  and  near, 

Thy  frail  attire,  and  dost  appear 

Fronting  the  inclement  skies,  in  majesty 

Predominant,  thy  giant  arms  flung  bare, — 

The  spreading  cedar  and  tall  pine  [thine. 

In  vain  their  dusk-robed  forms  would  match  with 

But  should  Jove's  thunder  rend  the  astonished  air. 

And  harm-fraught  lightnings  on  their  mission  glare, 

0  then  I  envy,  drooping  at  my  feet. 

The  purple  violet  steeped  in  odours  sweet ; 

Or  the  dark  flower  that  bears  on  every  leaf 

Inscribed  tears,  charactery  of  grief; 

With  these  no  war  the  bolt  of  heaven  wages. 

Alas  !  my  spirit  hovering  ill  presages — 

Is  it  that  I  to  falsehood  tuned  mv  ton"-ue  ? 

Thence  doomed  to  tremble  for  avenofino:  wrono^. 

Enter  Zephyr. 

HASIADEYAD. 

Sweet  Zephyr,  stay ! 
Thy  breath  has  caught  the  ocean  freshness ; 

On  my  parched  brow  let  it  play. 
Tell  me  whence  thou  wanderest  hither, 
And  thy  com'se  directed  whither. 
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ZEPHYR. 


Far  on  tlie  confines  of  the  west, 
Beyond  the  broad  Atlantic's  breast, 
In  silence  and  eternal  gloom 
Doth  ancient  Darkness  spread  his  dome  ; 
There  in  slumbers  soft  I  lay, 
Till  wafted  to  the  realms  of  day, 
On  the  islands  blest  descending, 

0  what  joyous  life  was  mine  ! 
Mid  bright  bowers  and  sweet  vales,  blending 

All  delights  divine. 
No  churlish  winds  had  license  there, 

Only  my  gentle  race  might  waken 
The  odorous  flowers,  and  perfumes  rare 

From  groves  of  spice  and  incense  shaken  ; 
And  from  their  shades  the  music  bear 

Of  harpings  and  entrancing  song ; 
Pure  spirits  breathe  the  golden  air. 

And  godlike  forms  are  seen  among. 
Wanderers  from  their  star-paved  dwelling  ; 

But  severed  from  that  happy  throng, 
By  stern  Coins'  compelling, 
Once  more  I  skimmed  the  briny  main. 
And  paused  on  witle  Iberia's  plain. 


184  CEPHALUS   AND    PROCRIS. 

Thougli  unheeding,  still  proceeding 
Towards  the  rising  of  the  sun ; 
Forests  deep  and  hills  of  frost, 
And  smiling  valleys  I  have  cross'd. 
And  whatever  I  breathed  upon 
Straight  with  livelier  gladness  shone; 
But  weary  now  I  fain  would  close 
My  filmy  pinions  in  rej^ose. 

HAMADRYAD. 

Linger  awhile  ;  must  thou  be  gone  ? 
My  thickest-clustering  leaves  I'll  spread, 
And  lap  thee  safely  in  their  verdant  bed. 

ZEPHYR. 

No  ;  for  now  a  task  is  set  me, 

Care  and  speed  that  doth  behove ; 
Since,  with  Cytheris'  bidding,  met  me 

Her  messenger,  a  silvery  dove. 
To  search  each  nook  and  valley  out. 

Through  the  isle,  and  bring  her  tiding 

Of  a  gentle  pair  abiding 
Somewhere  here  about ; 
Yv^hose  long  tried  truth  and  perfect  love 
Half  the  scandal  might  remove, 
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On  her  deeds  and  Cupid's  thrown, 

And  with  blooming  honour  crown  ; 

But  the  Fates  unkindly  frown, 

Threatening  anguish  and  destruction 

From  treasonous  malice'  false  construction. 

Nor  may  the  goddess  aid  afford. 

Nor  move  by  tears  their  doom  deplor'd. 

But  whate'er  befalleth,  I, 

Ere  Night's  shadows  veil  the  sky, 

Must  o'er  the  blue  Mgesm  hie, 

O'er  the  alluring  Lydian  land. 

And  light  on  Paphos'  golden  strand. 

\_The  Zephyr  passes  away. 

HAMADRYAD. 

0  my  foreboding  fears  !  this  is  my  doing, — 
0  treacherous  Satyr,  through  thy  flatteries  soft. 

Droop,  droop,  ftiir  tree,  our  shame,    our   penance 
ruing, 
Let  all  thy  goodly  branches  shake  aloft ! 

Take  and  enfold  me  in  thy  bosom  deep ; 

Withdrawn  from  sight  will  I  bemoan  and  weep, 

And  wait  the  bursting  of  the  ominous  cloud    [loud. 

That  broodeth  in  the  air,  with  mutterings  long  and 

\_Iletires, 
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Enter  Proceis. 

This  is  the  spot ;  here  will  I  wait  his  comino-. 
I  could  not  stay  at  home  ;  yet,  being  here, 
I  do  him  wrong.     Approvingly  he  heard 
And  acquiesced  in  our  proposed  departure ; 
Yet  early  left  my  side  this  morn,  to  hunt 
Once  more,  he  said,  Euboea's  forest  glades. 
I  do  not  doubt  his  faith ;  but  know  too  surely 
His  love  is  not  like  mine.     Ah !  well  for  him — 
For  all  from  such  ill-mastered  frenzy  free. 
How  blest  is  Euclea,  in  whose  equal  mind 
Each  gentle  office  and  affection  holds 
Its  due  proportion,  and  around  her  path 
A  halo  spreads  of  joy !  Ijove  such  as  hers, 
Weaves  to  itself  fresh  garlands  day  by  day — 
My  crown  knows  no  renewing,  and  once  blighted, 
(Belike,  ere  long),  I  am  left  bare  and  hopeless. 
Some  one  approaches — it  is  Cephalus — 
I  will  not  meet  him  yet ;  this  flowery  shrub 
Fit  screen  affords.     My  throbbing  heart,  lie  still ; 
Why  ever  forging  undistinguished  ill  ? 

Enter  Cephalus. 
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CEPHALUS. 

The  cliase  has  led  me  far ;  in  sooth  I  am  weary. 
Methinks  it  is  but  an  ignoble  sport 
Skilless  to  strike,  and  slay  the  unresisting, 
As  I  have  joyed  to  do  this  many  a  day. 
How  like  a  truant  boy's,  let  loose  from  school, 
Are  my  delights  !  It  is  a  glorious  thing 
To  follow  unrestrained  each  bounding  impulse 
Of  the  free  will — to  drink  the  elastic  air — 
In  native  strength  to  triumph  and  rejoice. 
And  earth  is  beautiful,  who  spreads  abroad 
Her  bounteous  stores  profuse,  subject  to  man. 
Each  shrub  and  blossomed  tree  around  me  bows 
'Neath  fruit  and  flower,  loading  the  languid  air 
With  richest  scents,  that  steal  upon  the  sense. 
Oppressive  in  their  sweetness.     All  is  still, 
Making  repose  more  close  and  heated  than 
Unsheltered  exercise.     Fresh  breezes,  come  ! 
And  cool  my  fervid  brow.     Come,  gentle  air, 
Come  at  my  call ;  for  I  have  woo'd  thee  oft 
On  furze-clad  hill  or  sea-commanding  crag. 
Thine  ever  loved  resort — come  to  me  now  ; 
I  faint  and  languish  at  thy  slow  delay. 
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PROCRIS. 

He  calls, — liis  face  upturned  expectantly — 
Ah  me  ! — yet  none  is  nigh. 

CEPHALUS. 

What  sound  is  that, 
Eustling  so  near  ?     It  stirs  yon  bushes— Ha ! 
The  snow-white  hind  that  baffled  my  pursuit. 

\_HeJlings  the  spear  into  the  bush. 

PROCRIS. 

'Tis  I— ah  !  Cephalus  ! 

\_She  springs  forward  and  falls. 

CEPHALUS. 

Eternal  Powers ! 
To  what  am  1  reserved — Oh  ! — can  it  be  ? — 
My  Procris!  speak  to  me. 

PROCRIS. 

Thou  art  alone. — 

CEPHALUS. 

Is  there  no  help  ?     0  my  accursed  hand  ! 

PROCRIS. 

No,  I  am  dying.     Mourn  not,  my  beloved, 
It  is  the  stroke  of  fate.     I  was  forewarned — 
This  bitter  anguish  mightest  tliou  forget, 
Yet  still  remember  her  who  luved  so  well ! 
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CEPHALUS. 

Forget?— dear  victim,  canst  thou  pardon,  0 — 
In  pity  bid  me  not,  unblest,  prolong 
A  forfeit  being.     No,  let  us  sate  at  once 
Thy  rage,  malignant  demon,  who,  untired. 
Dost  hunt  us  to  destruction.     Hapless  wretch, 
I  should  have  died  ere  this ! 

PROCRIS. 

Ah  !  do  not  weep  ; 
Too  prodigal  of  tears  my  life  hath  been. 
They  stained  its  tide  of  happiness,  when  full 
To  overflowing— now,  for  ever  fled — 
Most  like  some  pictured  dream,  dim  floating  past 
To  dull  oblivion — all  is  blank  and  void, 
The  last  illusion  o'er. 

CEPHALUS. 

Nought  else !  alas. 
Leave  me  not  thus  !  look  on  me,  speak  once  more. 

PROCRIS. 

Clasp  me  more  close ;  thy  form  fades  from  my 
Thick  darkness  covers  me  ;  I  can  no  more  [sight, 
Be  happy,  dearest,  be  at  peace,  farewell. 

[Dies. 
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CEPHALUS. 

Thou  art  gone,  my  life,  my  love !  stay,  stay  for 
Earth's  rose  is  withered,  and  for  ever  sunk        [me  ! 
The  star  of  light  and  love  ;  but  not  alone, 
Unaided,  unavenged,  on  Acheron's  shore 
Shall  wander  thy  poor  ghost.     The  hand,  the  spear 
That  sent  thee  there  shall  send  thy  murderer  too. 
And  Dian's  gift  fulfil  our  bond  in  death. 

[A  voice  is  heard  above. 

Cephalus  ! 

CEPHALUS. 

Who  calleth  me  ? 
Celestial  odours  fill  the  air,  that  glows 
With  rosy  light.     A  deity  is  near, 

[Aurora  descends. 
Ah,  goddess  !  thou  art  come,  lo,  here ! 
Thou  art  avenged.     Now  let  my  blood  complete 
The  expiation  due. 

AURORA. 

Rash  mortal,  hold  !  Deem  not  I  come, 
Exulting,  prescient  of  thy  doom. 
Not  mine,  it  was  the  work  of  Fate  ; 
'Tis  earthly  love ;  for  soon  or  late, 
This  destinv  must  all  await ; 
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And  eyes  by  human  fires  misled, 
Hnman  tears  must  learn  to  shed, 

Though  poured  from  source  divine. 
But  thou,  unmeet  despair  repel ; 
Against  the  tide  of  woes  that  swell. 

Be  a  strong  barrier  thine — 
Of  fortitude,  the  past  to  bear, 
Resolve,  the  future's  frowns  to  dare. 
Where'er  high  heaven  thy  path  assign. 
So  when  thy  glorious  course  shall  cease, 

May  happier  realms  to  thee  restore 

Thy  long  lost  love,  to  part  no  more. 
Where,  in  unexpressive  peace, 
From  earth-born  ill  she  wins  release. 
Now  let  the  guilty  trembling  hear, 
Their  recompense,  their  doom  is  near ! 
Thou  tree,  whence  perjury's  shaft  was  sped, 
Aurora's  curse  is  on  thy  head ! 
Never  again  shall  morn  renew 
For  thee  soft  gales  and  honeyed  dew ; 
The  biting  east  shall  blight  alway. 
And  the  driving  salt  sea-spray 
Earthward  thine  unripe  acorns  render. 
And  shrivel  and  strip  thy  leaflets  tender. 


192  CEPHALUS    AND    PROCRIS. 

Mildew,  galls,  and  cankered  worm 

Gnaw  thy  core  thy  growth  deform ; 

No  sweet  bird  mid  thy  foliage  sing, 

Nor  insect  sport  on  glittering  wing, 

But  owls  shall  hoot  in  thy  mouldering  breast, 

And  the  bat  and  the  hornet  make  their  nest ; 

Whilst  the  false  spirit  in  thee  lying. 

With  thee  pines,  with  thee  is  dying  ; 

Till  leafless,  branchless,  scathed,  decayed, 

Lifeless  and  prostrate  thou  art  laid. 

O  son  of  earth,  farewell !  my  voice  obey, 
Nor  longer  on  thy  homeward  course  delay ; 
So  may  no  furies  dire  thy  peace  assail. 
And  patience  o'er  the  storm  of  life  prevail. 

\^Aurora  reascends. 

CEPHALUS. 

Farewell,  benignant  goddess  !  not  in  vain 
Hath  pity  drawn  thee  from  thy  bright  above. 
I  will  be  gone — and  thou ! — not  here  we  part; 
My  home  shall  yet  receive  thee,  not  in  joy. 
But  darkness  and  despair.     Cold,  cold  and  pale, 
My  murdered  love,  my  innocent  and  true  ! 
In  changeless  silence  wrapt — 0  never  more 
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Those  deatli-sealcd  eyes  may  beam  on  me— no  more 
Those  pallid  lips  breathe  music  o'er  my  soul. 
No  more !  In  vain  I  weep — Lock  up,  my  heart, 
"Within  thy  bleeding  cells  the  bitter  smart ; 
Till  in  the  longed-for  tomb  thou  tak'st  thy  quiet 
part. 
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SCENE    LAST. 

THE    SATYR. 

0  deed  of  horror  !  dreadful  day ! 
0  misery !  woe,  woe  for  aye  ! 
Far  better  I  had  never  been  !  — 
Beneath  the  brake  I  skulked  unseen, 
While  the  fatal  stroke  was  dealt. 
And  the  curse  I  should  have  felt. 
Lo,  the  crimsoned  violet 
With  my  victim's  heart-blood  wet ; 
On  this  sj^ot  I'll  lay  me  down, 
Under  the  pining  oak-tree  thrown. 
Never  will  I  stir  again. 
While  the  seasons  wax  and  wane  ; 
Though  tempests  beat  and  drenching  rain. 
Ye  groaning  boughs  and  sere  leaves,  shed 
Your  tears  unwholesome  on  my  head ; 
My  flesh  to  dry  wood  turn,  my  bones 
Stiffen  and  harden  into  stones ; 
And  no  difference  between 
My  hair  and  long  grey  moss  be  seen  ! 
Thus  my  crime  I'll  expiate ; 
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And  when  nymphs  and  shepherds  come, 
Mourning  true  love's  hapless  fate, 

That  here  befell, — it  may  he,  some 
"Who  the  rude,  lifeless  heap  behold. 
And  learn  my  strange  tale  truly  told, 
Shall  say :  The  wretch  who  wrought  this  woe, 
The  treacherous  cause,  yet  well  did  know 
How  to  avenge  the  evil  done. 
Who  thus  through  ages  could  atone. 
Stretched  out  here,  by  self-consent, 
A  warning  and  a  monument ; 
Long  remorse  so  well  exprest, 
Let  us  hope  he  is  at  rest. 
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UNFORGOITEN. 

"  He  lies  in  a  ravine  near  the  Redan,  a  white  cross  at  the  head  of  the 
grave,  and  at  the  foot  a  shrub  covered  with  beautiful  purple  blossoms." 

Letter  from  the  Crimea^  1856. 

Purple  flower,  0  i:)urple  flower, 

Strangely  beautiful  thy  bloom  ! 
Whence  earnest  thou,  why  hauntest  thou 
Mine  eyes  through  midnight  gloom  ? 
Down  a  ravine  fierce  winds  careering, 
Mid  billowy  clouds  a  calm  moon  steering, 
Faintly  smiles  and  fitfully, 
On  a  white  cross,  on  a  grave. 
There  thy  purple  blossoms  wave, 
Breathing  perfome  lovingly. 

The  Euxine  mourns,  the  Euxine  roars, 
Resounding  far  to  desert  shores, 
Like  a  wild  beast  frets  and  roars, 

Hungering  for  its  prey. 
There  our  youthful  warrior  sleepeth 
Battle-slain,  and  his  love  weepeth 

A  thousand  miles  away. 
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All  I  all  this  was  long  ago  ; 

Winds  and  wave  unwearied  rave 

Round  England's  heroes  true  and  brave, 
On  that  Chersonesan  steep, 
By  the  inhospitable  deep  ; 
But  their  burial-mound  is  levelled  low, 
Tears  for  them  no  longer  flow. 
Fiercer  wars  since  then  have  been, 
Strife  more  terrible  I  ween  ; 
For  the  tiger  of  Bengal  crouched  and  sprang, 
Though  crusht  in  his  lair,  0  yet  beware 
Of  the  murderous,  unseen  fang  ! 
Over  Italy  the  war-note  rang ; 
Her  dead  are  risen,  but  in  their  veins. 
Lurk  the  grave  damp's  mouldering  stains. 
Blood-red  flashed  the  eastern  sky. 
Not  with  dawn — no  day-spring  nigh  ; 
Long,  long  the  west  flames  broad  and  high  ; 
And  now  war's  thunder  nears  our  shore. 
Wrong  and  rapine  are  at  the  door. 
Up  !  no  time  to  dream  or  grieve, 
The  lost  and  gone  in  quiet  leave. 
Still  I  see  those  blossoms  wave 
In  shadow-land  above  a  grave, 
0  purple  flower,  above  his  grave  ! 

And  dreaming  still  1  grieve. 
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